Google 


This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world’s books discoverable online. 


It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country, Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that’s often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book’s long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 


Usage guidelines 


Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 


We also ask that you: 


+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 


+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google’s system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 


+ Maintain attribution The Google “watermark” you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 


+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can’t offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book’s appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 





About Google Book Search 


Google’s mission is to organize the world’s information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world’s books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 











aifhttp: //books . google. com/| 








THE 
EDWARD SHELDON 
MEMORIAL COLLECTION 





Presented to the 
Harvard College Library 
by his mother 
Mrs. Theodore Sheldon 








Leodore Sheldon: Ir. 


F Quncy Haid. 


THE WORKS 


oF 


GEOFFREY CHAUCER 





The Globe nition 


THE WORKS 


oF 


GEOFFREY CHAUCER 


EDITED BY 


ALFRED W. POLLARD 
H. FRANK HEATH MARK H. LIDDELL 
W. S. McCORMICK 


London 
MACMILLAN AND CO,, LimiTepD 
NEW YORK: THE MACMILLAN COMPANY 


1899 


AU rights reserved 





SAYAS,P, 2 
y 


HARVARD 
UNIVERSITY 


LIBRARY 
JUL ze 198 





First Edition 188 
Reprinted th9 


TO 
FREDERICK JAMES FURNIVALL, Pu.D. 
FOUNDER AND DIRECTOR 
OF THE CHAUCER AND EARLY ENGLISH TEXT SOCIETIES 
THIS POPULAR EDITION OF THE POET 
FOR WHOM HE HAS DONE SO MUCH 
IS DEDICATED IN GRATITUDE 


AND ESTEEM 


pee a 


PREFACE 


EXACTLY a third of a century ago, in the year 1864, the publishers of this 
edition of Chaucer brought out their ‘Globe’ edition of Shakespeare, and 
it was their desire from the outset that it should be followed with as little 
delay as possible by a similar edition of the works of the greatest of 
his predecessors. The ‘Globe’ Shakespeare had been made possible 
by the previous publication of the splendid ‘Cambridge’ edition, in which 
everything that industry and scholarship could effect had been done to 
obtain a trustworthy text. It was naturally, therefore, to Cambridge 
that Mr. Alexander Macmillan turned for an edition of Chaucer, and 
in January 1864 he wrote to Henry Bradshaw, from whose Memoir by 
Mr. G. W. Prothero I am quoting,! to ask him ‘to join Mr. Earle and 
Mr. Aldis Wright in editing a ‘ Library” edition of Chaucer's works.’ It is 
dear that this ‘ Library’ edition was proposed mainly to settle the text for a 
‘Globe’ edition, and it seems almost immediately to have been arranged that 
the Clarendon Press, with which Mr. Macmillan had intimate relations, 
should have the honour of publishing the ‘Library’ edition, and that the 
text should afterwards be used for the ‘Globe’? In March 1866 Mr. 
Macmillan could write to Bradshaw of his delight at hearing that ‘the 
great Chaucer’ was in ‘so prosperous a condition,’ and of his willingness 
to wait for the ‘Globe’ edition till after its completion ; but a year or two 
later, Mr. Prothero tells us, it became apparent that the prospect of a large 
edition was becoming very uncertain, and the idea of the independent 
publication of a ‘ Globe ‘ Chaucer was revived. 1870 brought a new scheme, 
Professor Earle retiring from the task and Bradshaw undertaking to edit 





1A Memoir of Henry Bradshaw, Fellow of King’s College, Cambridge, and 
University Librarian. By G. W. Prothero (London: Kegan Paul, Trench and Co., 1888), 
‘page 108, 

3 This seems the most probable explanation of the apparent discrepancy between Mr. 
Prothero's precise statement already quoted and his subsequent remark (p. 23) that 
‘the standard edition of Chaucer, to range with that of Shakespeare,’ was undertaken 
in 1864 by Professor Earle, with Mr. Aldis Wright and Mr. Bradshaw as collaborators, 
for the Clarendon Press. 
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For wel I wot, that ye han her-biforne 

(Of makynge ropen and lad awey the corne, 
And I come after glenynge here and there, 
‘And am ful glad if I may finde an ere 

Of any goodly word that ye ban left. 


I hope that, more especially in the Legends, some three or four of such 
‘goodly words’ may be found, but in editing both this poem and the 
Canterbury Tales, and even more in the tedious task of compiling a glossary, 
my admiration for the thoroughness and precision of my predecessor has 
been continually increased. But if some future editor can find new manu- 
scripts or overlooked readings helpful to a better text, I am sure that Dr. 
Skeat will join me in congratulating him on his good luck. 


ALFRED W. POLLARD. 
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INTRODUCTION 


LIFE OF CHAUCER 
(ALFRED W. PoLLARD) 


GrorFrey CHAUCER was the son of John Chaucer, a citizen and vintner of London, 
His grandfather, Robert le Chaucer, the first member of the family of whom we hear, 
was in 1310 appointed one of the collectors in the Port of London of the new customs 
‘upon wine granted by the merchants of Aquitaine. At the time of his death Robert 
held a small property in Ipswich of the annual value of twenty shillings or there- 
abouts, #.¢. some £15 of our present money. The ultimate remainder of other lands 
in Suffolk was settled on his son John (the poet’s father), and apparently for the sake 
of this property the lad was kidnapped on 3rd December 1324, when he was between 
twelve and fourteen years of age, with the object of forcibly marrying him to a 
certain Joan de Westhale, who had also an interest in it. John’s stepfather? took up 
his cause ; his kidnappers were fined £250 (a crushing amount in those days), and 
from a subsequent plea to Parliament for the mitigation of this penalty we learn that 
in 1328 John Chaucer was still unmarried. On the 12th June 1338 a protection against 
being sued in his absence was granted to him with some forty-five others who were 
crossing the sea with the King, and ten years later he acted as deputy to the King’s 
Batler in the port of Southampton. At the time of his death, in 1366, he owned a 
house in Thames Street, London, and was married to Agnes, niece of Hamo de 
Compton,? whom we first hear of as his wife in 1349, and who, soon after his death, 
again another vintner, Bartholomew atte Chapel, in May 1367. Thus we 
know that the poet was bor after 1328, that (if his father was only married once) 
his mother was this Agnes, niece of Hamo de Compton, and that he may have been 
bom in the house in Thames Street, which he subsequently inherited and sold. In 
October 1386, when he was called upon to give evidence in the suit between Richard, 
Lord Scrope, and Sir Robert Grosvenor, his age was entered as ‘forty years or more,’ 
astatement the value of which is diminished, but not destroyed, by the proved care- 
keaness of entries as to one or two other witnesses. We shall find that the date of 
about 1340, which this entry suggests as that of Chaucer's birth, fits in very fairly 


biographical sections of this Introduction are mainly taken, with some revision and altera- 
i, ne Chewcer Primer (Macmillan, 1895) 

+ ob mother Mary married three times ; first one Heyroun, secondly Robert le Chancer, and 

jucer, who at one time was supposed to have been the 

miteandiaer. ‘SJobn's kidnapper was Thomas’ Stace of Ipswich, who may have been a kinsman 
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well with everything we know of his career, and until more precise evidence is forth- 
‘coming it may be accepted as approximately correct. 

‘The first certain information we have about Chaucer himself is of his service in 
the household of Elizabeth de Burgh, Countess of Ulster, and wife of Lionel, third 
son of Edward (11. The fragments of her Household Accounts, which contain the 
ame Galfridus Chaucer, were found, appropriately enough, in the covers of a manu- 
Script at the British Museum, containing Lydgate's Storie of Theles and Hoccleve's 
Regement of Princes. The accounts show that in April 1357 the Countess was in 
London, and that an entire suit of clothes, consisting of a paltock, or short cloak, « 
pair of red and black breeches, and shoes, was then provided for Geoflrey Chaucer, 
at acost of seven shillings (i.¢, about five guineas present value), and another purchase 
of clothing for him was recorded the next month. In the following December, when 
the Countess was at her seat at Hatfield, in Yorkshire, there is an entry of two 
shillings and sixpence paid to Geoffrey Chancer ‘for necessaries at Christmas.’ The 
ae of raed yyments made to other members of the Countess of Ulster’s house- 

larger amounts, and we must therefore conclude that, on account 
ee of = ik or of his not being of noble birth, Chaucer's position among her 
retainers was not a high one. Tt was probably, however, sufficiently good to enable 
hhim to be present at several great festivities at Court in which we know that the 
Countess took part, and it may have been during the visit which John of Gaunt paid 
Cee towards the close of 1357 that the poet first attracted his notios, 

1359, according to his evidence in the Scrope suit, Chaucer heal 
ae peat In France, serving before the town of ‘ Retters’ (probably Réthel, 
not far from Rheinss), until he was taken prisoner. His imprisonment ‘aid not last 
long, as on ist March 1360 the King contributed £16 (4240 present value) to his 
paoon" a sum sufficiently large to show that both by his captors and his ransomers 

he was regarded asa person of some little importance. This may have arisen from 
his going to the war in the mite either of Prince Lionel or of the King himself. In 

any case, he must have been taken into the King’s household about this time, as Ke 
zat July 1367, im consideration of his past and future services, Edward TIT, 

‘him a pension, or annual Sear of ans marks (£13 +678) for life, under tide 

idles valettus moster. Chavicer was thus one of the yeomen of the King’s ache 


168 had been ‘ed to be an esquire ‘of less degree.” 
1366 Philippa Chaucer, one of the damoiselles of the Queen's 


ey ice ves nat ie tes pote Up the taro 
eer iCon ia We Ulibe prod nae ta deni thar tbe Seceearcat a 

aa bable, though far from certain, that the damolselle of the 

Mentised with Philippa Roet, daughter of Sir Payne Roet 

THuinoult nod oiter of Ratheine Roet, who, after the death of her husband, Sir 
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thenceforth he might take his plots where he could ficxl them with as good'a right as 
that of Shakespeare to such treasure trove. 


MINOR POEMS 


(EL FRANK Heath) 


A text of Chaucer's Minor Pocms which shall be even fairly satisfactory is mo exsy 
achievement, There is scarcely one of his shorter works which does not offer 
serious difficulties to the editor, In some cases the porm is found im only one MS, 
(eg: To Revemmownde); in some, though there may be two or three authorities, they” 
are copied one from the other leg: A Compleynt to his Lady); in others, 
there may be many MSS. extant, they show so much mutual contamination that 
is impossible to construct a complete genealogy, and sometimes very difficult 
assign some of these authorities to any one group (e.g. the Pariement of Fowles). Tm 
all cases the MSS. are much later in date than an editor would desire, and are far 
removed from the original or originals. A critical study leads one to feel sure that 
‘Chaucer was often responsible for more than one draft of the same poem, and took 
Wittle or no pains to maintain verbal identity. There is also Mitle doubt that Be 
not infrequently maife corrections in later copies of his works which may hare 
fallen in his way. Neither of these practices lightens the labours of a conscientious 
editor. One example must suffice here. There can be no reasonable doubt that 
the group of MSS. which read ‘lyke’ (1. 5), ‘amonge us’ (L. 10), ‘man’ (I. 27), 
and ‘wed! (I, 28) in the Balade Lat of Svedfastnerre must be traced to « different 

1 from the group to which MS. Harl, 7333 belongs, and which I have 
fol! in this edition, 

Tt is impossible within the limits of this volume to give all the apparatus necessary 

edition, but the text here printed is the result of a careful collation 
‘of all the MSS. printed in the Chaucer Society's publications, 
the British Museum, in all cases where it was advisable or 
necessary to consult them, 

‘As regards the spelling here adopted, in addition to abandoning the medizeval 
use of w for o, andl # (or /) for f, and the casual use of capitals in the MSS., I have 
adopted the modern spelling of the pronouns show, you, your, aur, etc. With these 
concessians to modern practice, the spelling of the text has been assimilaled 20 far 
aS possible to that of the Ellesmere MS, I have been nather more consistent, 
perhaps, than the fifteenth century scribe of the Ellesmere, purticularly where 
grammatical forms were in question (ey. in the distinction of the preterite and past 
participle, Audie, Aad s ite, Sroght, etc.); but Chaucer must also have been 
more particular in these matters, and, be that as it may, the distinction certainly 
fas the advantage of making the construction of the sentence and frequently the 
fun of the verse clearer to the modern reader, 


THE DETHE OF THE DUCHESSE 


This poem vas writicn soon after 1369, fa which year John of Gaunt’s first wifey 
Biaunche of Lancaster, died at the age of twenty-nine, her hustand being then of the 


mame age. Tho pocm is clearly the work of a young poet, for, though it strikes # 
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¢ of pathos at the close, it is unduly long in approaching the climax, an 
touch of the characteristic humour and irony which so constantly relieve 
‘s later work, even when the theme is a romantic one. Nor is the form 
by any originality. It is a dream-poem of the typical discursive order, for 
re Roman de la Rose was responsible throughout European literature of the 
th and fifteenth centuries, with the usual furniture and scenery of twittering 
te hunt, and the May morning. It has indeed been claimed altogether for 
by Taine, who heartily despised English literature prior to Shakespeare as 
ervile imitation.’ But the Dethe of the Duchesse, though it has recollections 
both the Roman de la Rose and the Remdde de Fortune, is not a translation 
tion of either. The incident of ‘Seys’ with which it opens is taken from 
amorphoses of Ovid, in which the story of Alcione’s appearance to his faithful 
1x is told, and Machault (possibly to Chaucer's knowledge) imitated the same 
in his Dit de la Fontaine Amoureuse, but beyond this the matter of the 
poem is original. 
he three MSS. Fairfax 16 is certainly the best, and closely related to it the 
MS. My own independent investigation of the MSS. gave the same result 
of Koch? and Max Lange,? and I therefore reproduce the following 
y with the more confidence :— 





x 
2 c 
, \ Th 
Tn 
zB ¥ 
Bodley MS. 638 (Bodleian Library). 
Fairfax MS, 16 ” ” 





Tanner 36 
‘Thynne’s Edition (1532). 





conservative treatment of the authorities in this edition will lead readers to 
lusion, I hope, that Chaucer allowed himself licences in the handling of the 

line at the beginning of his life which he refused afterwards in the Z/ous cf 
nd certainly would never have allowed in the five-beat line. In other words, 
1, I trust, be willing to assume for Chaucer a development in technique 
© that of Shakespeare and some other poets. They will also, if they agree 


1 In Anglia, vol. iv. Auz. p. 96. 
2 Ia his Untersuchungen ther Chance? Goke We oF AS Duchesse, Halle, 1883. 









intr ENTROOOCTION 





ce, resis: che rempeatiae of setting down these ‘freely’ com 


© poet's ear when he first began to write it 
and hense mak of che so-called lame lines in the Bole of the 


THE ARC 


ae Dmciesse, pethaps a little later,! Chancer 
poetical prayer to che Virgin I: is based cpon a similar A BC om 
GeSiazme de Deqvilleriie’s Fiicimagr ar Ja rie Aumaine, a Freac 
's Frogress of the * Chancer simplified the measure by 
increasing che number of rovmes from two to three, and reducing the length of the 

: bet the result is little more than an exercise. He 
te bidet unmet, Det i Sree babe exigent of the some eo 






















inted edition .that of Speght 1602) available 
T agree with Koch in the following classification :— 













se ee 
te ( 
E 
FE il \ Speght Sion Ler PN, 
Ha ~~ 
Pep. Pepé 
zx 
F ‘airfax 16 i lod}eian Library). 
1s= Hendley 638 (Oxford). 
14x. =Harleian 7578 (British Museum), incomplete. 
ae "J eyye 204, Magdalene College, Cambridge (two copies), both incomplete, 
ju Ke 


Gy,~ Cambaidge University Library, Gg 4. 27. 
Sun Sion College MS. (Shirley 
iol, * Healford MS, (Bedford Library). 
FEMS. Ff5. 30 in Cambridge University Library. 

Glagow, Hunterian Museum, Q 2. 25. - 
Laud 740 (Hodleian Library). 
Jon St, John's College, Cambridge, G. 21. 
peylt spruht’s Edition, 1602. 

















1 few rink places it as late as 1374. 7 It was commenced in 1330. 
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The thirteenth MS. Harl. 2257 cannot with certainty be assigned its place in the 
abore scheme. It has general similarity with group B, but it is of little or no value. 
The best group is C, which is used as the basis of the text. 


THE COMPLEYNT UNTO PITE 


This is a better poem than the preceding one, and the mark of sincerity and deep 
feeling is upon it, though the metaphor is carried too far here and there for clearness. 
It is usual to place this poem before 1369, and to make it Chaucer’s first original work 
extant, but both the style and the verse lead me to agree with Ten Brink (whose critical 
edition of the poem should be a pattern for all editors) in assigning a later date than 
this somewhere in the two years subsequent to the writing of the Dethe of the Duckesse. 
Whatever the date, this poem is the earliest example of the famous Chaucer stanza, 
or ‘thyme royal,’ as it was subsequently called. Professor Skeat has pointed out 
recollections of a phrase or two from the 7hedeis (Book xi.), and Mr. Pollard suggests 
2 parallel between the adversaries of Pity and the first part of the Roman de la Kose. 
Bat the poem, French in style as it is, is yet original, and is generally interpreted, 
together with a passage of similar feeling in the Boke of the Duchesse (I. 30 ff.), as 
referring to an incident of unrequited love in the poet’s life. 

There are nine extant MSS., eight of which (in agreement with Ten Brink and 
Koch) I would arrange in the following scheme :— 








‘T=Tanner MS. 346 (Bodleian Library), 
F=Fairfax MS. 16 Bs 
B=Bodley MS. 638 
Ha. =Harleian 7578 (British Museum). 
H=Harleian 78 
C=Cambridge University Library, Ff x. 6. 
Lt. =Longleat MS. 258 (Marquis of Bath). 
Tr. =Trinity College, Cambridge, R 3. 19. 








‘The dotted line is intended to show that there is evidence of contafnination. 
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MS. Rishon 7578. Guely below js Betmens preeg in 
anthority, and more freyeently agrees with the derivatives 

it sepports emendations made by Ten Brink without consulting it 
108) 1 om in some doolt wheiber H and Ha. should be 


1 


i 


himself. MS. Philippe g055 1 hare not ye 
thar marked C in the diagram, and of these 
the text, 


4 


THE COMPLEYNT OF MARS 


This poem falls well within the second of Chascer's work, and was. 
written after the 's second mission to Se hast ss akcmeere 
Compleynt unto Pite came tn all probability soce afier the date of the frst 
pa ‘The story is founded on one told in the Mfetamorphour ly, 170-1 

Mars for Venus and its discovery by Apollo, With this 

Sepa) popular astrosomy of the day in accordance with which the 
$s in conjunction with the planet Venss in the sign of Taurus. Tourus Fone one 
two astrological houses of Venss, and into this the Sun (Pharbes 

cee ee On the Ins of two notes made by Sbitly in the 

College MS. this astrological mythical story is also an allegory written ‘at the 

comandement of the renowned and excellent Prynce my Jord the Duc Jobn di 
Tancastre,' and ‘made by (ie abost) my Indy of York, doughter to the 
Spaygne and my lord hentingdoon, some tyme Duc of Excestre.” The dy ot 
was John of Gaunt’s sister-in-law, through his second wife Constance of Castile, 
‘My lord buntingdon "was John Holande, half-brother to Richard IT., who marsiod 
Elizabeth, daughter of Blaunche, first Duchess of Lancaster. There are eight extant 
MSS. and one edition (that of Jalian Notary 1499-1502) avallable as authorities, Of 
these the Fairfax, Tanner, and Loogleat MSS., which beloag to one group, are the 
best on the whole, ‘The remaining authorities are dificult to arrange with certainty, 
bat the following scheme expresses my view of their general interconnection: 
‘There is some room for doubt xs to Whether groups B and C shoold be traced toa 
single original rather thas two drafis made by the poct at different times, 


i 


= 
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rary). 
Pepys 2006 Hand E (Magdalene College, Cambridge). 
Pepys 2006 Hand By, ae ” 





jarleian 7333 (British Museum). 

eh, Selden B 24 (Bodleian Library). 
julian Notary's Edition, 1499-1502. 
‘William Thynne’s Edition, London 1532. 


¢ dotted line is intended to show that there is evidence of contamination. 





MSS. belonging to group B are certainly better on the whole than any single 
1 group C, but were a satisfactory example of this latter tradition available it 
undoubtedly be the one to form the basis of a text. In Il. 1, 3, 4, 11, and 
others the right reading is clearly furnished by one or more of this group, which 
wssibly been neglected because it has been seen to include such MSS. as the 
an 7333and Arch. Selden. These two authorities are of little or no independent 
more particularly the latter, which gives a text that has been purposely edited, 
:y sometimes support good readings in MSS. of the B group in opposition to 
MSS. of their own group, and such testimony is valuable. Examples are— 
o dure for to endure ; |. 75, 1s for was ; |. 120, this for the, and smoking for smoketh 
bed ; 1. 143, Venus weping for weping Venus, etc. Had P(z) been complete, it 
have been the best basis for this text ; as it is, some approach to a satisfactory 
has, it is hoped, been obtained by a combination of P(g) as far as it goes (viz. 
4) and P(s), with aid here and there from Ju. and T, and the adoption where 
for of readings from the B group, such as 4g. 1. 66, where the C group read 
tilke, 1. 80, where they read Ae fi! (=fell), and some others, among them Il. 
, 120, and 143 referred to above. 


A COMPLEYNT TO HIS LADY 


uis interesting fot fourr? of verse-forms is found in only two MSS. and one edition, 
f Stowe 1561. ‘The two MSS. are Harleian 78 (by Shirley), and MS. Phillips 
at Cheltenham, which last I have not been able to consult except indirectly 
wh the critical notes in Professor Skeat’s six-volume edition of Chaucer. He 
says that Ph. is copied from Harleian 78, and this seems to be the case. All 
authorities tack this fragment on to the Compleynt unto Pite, which is, how- 
complete without it, The poem is clearly intended as a metrical experiment, or 
‘of experiments, and should not be taken too seriously. The similarity of a 
+ here and there to the Anclida and Arcite, and of the opening of the third 
1 with the Parlement of Foules (Il. 90, 91), which are both serious poems, may 
well point to this work preceding them as following them in date. Some time 
after 1373-74 seems, therefore, still to be most probable. 


ANELIDA AND ARCYTE 


\is poem, like the preceding one, is chiefly interesting for the elaborate 
al experiments for which Chaucer made it the excuse, It opens with three 
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THE PARLEMENT OF FOULES 


arming fancy is the only poem of any length written during the years that 
s engaged upon his great masterpiece, the Troilus and Cresseida. As Dr. 
hown, the poet must have becn commissioned in the summer of 1382 to 
€ wooing and winning of Anne of Bohemia by Richard II. The marriage 
place on January 14th of that year, after the successful mission of the 

jors to Bohemia in the previous January. Anne is represented in 
ay the formel (#.¢. female) eagle and Richard by the royal eagle, while 
zels (i.2, males), ‘of lower kind,’ who plead for her love, are the Prince 
and the Margrave of Misnia, to each of whom Anne had been in turn 


terial supplied Hin was too slight in itself for a poem of sufficient length 
ted and ornamented his theme by a summary of 
description of the Garden of Love taken from the 
Boccaccio and a description of Nature and her birds based upon a passage 
ctus Natura of Alain de PIsle, though the Cistercian bishop had repre- 
1 in medizeval manner as embroidered on the garment of the Goddess, not, 
does, full of life and wit. His use of other men’s work is seen to be much 
t once was, and the poem is in all real senses an original one. 
are fourteen MSS. and one printed edition (Caxton’s) which serve as 
r this poem, but some of them are so corrupt and show so much evidence 
ation that it is very difficult to discover their relation to the rest. These 
SS. are printed below the remainder, which I agree with Koch in arrang- 
WS i— 





4 





D 
‘airfax 16 (Bodleian Library). 





rinity College, Cambridge, MS. R 
t. John's College, Oxford, MS. Ivi 
Laud MS. 416 (Bodleian Library), 
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TROILUS AND CRISEYDE 


(W. S. McCormick) 


Troilus and Criseyde is based upon Boccaccio’s J? Filastrato, from which nearly 
third is translated or adapted. The characters of the hero and heroine are, 
towever, considerably modified, and Pandarus, who is transformed from the cousin 
to the uncle of Cressida, is practically Chaucer’s own creation. For the develop- 
‘ment of the story in Book v., Chaucer evidently consulted the Koman de Troie of 
Benoit de Sainte-More, possibly also the Historia 7roiana of Guido delle Colonne ; 
and for the incidents in Cassandra’s exposition of Troilus’ dream Chaucer is indebted 
to Ovid and Statius. 

Chaucer's further borrowings are few. Petrarch’s eighty-eighth sonnet forms 
Twilus’ love-song in Book i, 400-420. There are three considerable passages from 
Bocthius’ De Consolatione Philosophie, which Chaucer was probably translating about 
the time of the composition of Troilus. The first (iii, 813-833) on ‘fals felicité? is 
at into the mouth of Cressida; in the second (iii. 1744-1768) Boethius’ celebration 
of divine love serves Troilus for another love-song ; while the third (iv. 953-1085), 
Troilus’ dreary moralising in the temple, is a fairly close rendering of Boethius? 
capter on Free Will and Predestination. In Book v. two passages (II. 1-14, and 
I 1807-1837) are taken from Boccaccio’s 7eseide, and the first three lines of the 
ls stanza from Dante’s Paradiso. 

It is worth remarking that three of the above passages from Boerhius and the 
Teseide, viz. iti. 1744-1768, iv. 953-1085, v. 1807-1827, are omitted in some MSS, 

The relations of the MSS. of 7roilus and Criseyde to each other are so compli- 

cated and variable, that a detailed statement is here impossible. In many cases 
portions of the same manuscript have been taken from different sources; and few 
manuscripts are without traces of contamination. They fall, however, for the most part, 
into three families (designated here a, 8, and y), which seem to represent three 
distinct editions or revisions ; although in a number of more especially 
in Book v., the « and 6 manuscripts frequently alter their relations to each other, 
and throughout the poem the variations among the # manuscripts are considerable. 
It a; pears probable, from a comparison of the readings of the three types with the 
originals from which Chaucer was translating, that in a type we have the first draft 
of the poem, copied in parts during its composition ; that manuscripts of the f type 
give more than one partial revision by Chaucer of copies of his work before or after 
its completion; and that the y type represents a later copy, either carelessly 
corrected by the author, or collated by some hand after Chaucer's death. 

The following list of authorities may serve to indicate in a general way the 

telations of the MSS., or portions of MSS., to each type, at least for the first four 


























MANUSCRIPTS 


f } POMS. Phiipes 8252. 
f ‘a throughout. 
IT. Hy—MS. Harl. 3943. 
7a (close to P) till 1v.196 ; (close to H,) later. 
{mn H,—MS. Harl. 2392. 
‘a (with B readings) till 11.23 (2); 8 (with a readings) later. 
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ate syllable in the middle of the line, and by marking elision in such 
, wil, olde, wot, thilke, theffect, m'asterte, thi? (for this 1s), etc. 
se of # and j, and of u and z, has been adopted, as well as the modern 
>, you, our, etc. In her (=her), and hir (=Cheir), o (interjection), 

on and oon ( =one), of and off, the, thee, and thé (=thrive), the spell- 
ifferentiated to indicate the meaning ; and in French words ending in 
as been retained. The final ¢ of evere, nevere, levere, etc., has been 
aaucer’s pronunciation was evidently ev'ré, nev’ré, lev’ré, etc. 





CER’S WORDS UNTO ADAM HIS OWNE SCRIVEYN 


ex d"esprit is only found in one manuscript (Trin. Coll. Camb. MS. 
in Shirley’s edition of 1561. There can be no doubt as to its 
Irs probable date is 1385. (I. F. HL.) 








THE HOUS OF FAME 
(H. Frank HEATH) 


Hous of Fame we leave the period of the poet’s finished work. From 
hi, plans were far more ambitious, but they were doomed to remain 
The Hous of Fame, the Legende of Good Women, and, greatest of all, 
ry Tales, were none of them completed. At the close of the Troilus 
uttered the hope that God would ‘Sende (him) might to make in 
and most critics are agreed that the /ous of Fame was meant to be 
i of this intention. There is some reason for thinking, I believe, that 
* Fame had been commenced some years before 1383, and then laid 
:n the Troilus was complete, this unfinished ‘ comedy’ came to Chaucer's 
ence the prayer. It is difficult, on any other assumption, to understand 
he short couplet, an unsatisfactory measure at Lest, particularly for such 
the story of Eneas, which takes up the major part of the first book. 
ished the second book—in which the story advances rapidly enough, 
light humorous touch throughout—the work was laid aside, When 
1 taken in hand on the completion of the 7raf/us a new tone is noticeable, 
invocation to Apollo, ‘god of science and of light,’ marks the fresh start. 
‘owed by an apology for the ‘light and lewd? verse. It is not ‘craft? 
ace’ which is his aim, and throughout the humour is no longer playful 
ironical, for the poet has learnt to see his art and life in the light of 
sy. The close of the fragment describing the hall of Fame and the 
to the goddess is the purest piece of satire Chaucer ever wrote. But 
troyed the original playful plan and rendered some striking close necessary. 
+, nu wonder the poet’s golden eagle, having borne him up to the realm 
nds it hard, as has been remarked, to get down again, No wonder ‘the 
ip of the separate parts of the poem is much more masterly,’ as the same 
“than the general plan.’ The fragment we possess of the third book 
nan the first two put together. Chaucer had put new wine into an old 
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bottle! ‘The care bestowed ow the poem is evident from the number of sources 
from which the pect drew. ‘The mediaral machinery of a dream with a descriptices 
of the temple of Venus offers the opportunity for giving an outline of the story of 
the naif. Then follows the appearance of the eagle and the journey to the 
house of Fasne, the description of which is taken from the Metamorpihaes xii. 38-68: 
Ten Briok was the first to point out that in genezal plan and in a onenbee 
of individual passages the in@uence of the Divina Commedia can be traced 
poems are visions, in both there is a heaven-sent guide who may: bat 
accompany the poet in parts of his journey; both are divided into three books. Very 
protably the importance of Vergil in Dante's pocm suggested the story of the imei 
Ceriainly the ides of the golden eagle is taken from him (Purgut, ix). The 
strophe to ‘Thought,’ at the opening of the second book, was suggested by the 
Inferns (ji. 7-9}, the invocation in the third book by that at the beginning of the 
Parwiizo (i. 13-27). The philosophy, however, is not Dante's, but mither—ns the 
poet himself suggests—that of Boethius (ii, 464 (©); yet the poem as al whole is 
Chavoer’s, and none but his, 
The Hoss of Fame was not likely to be popular, and there are unfortunately 
only three MSS, and two editions to serve as authorities. [arrange them as followss— 


Th. 
Fairfax x6 (Rodleian Library), 


agdalone College, Cambeidge), incompleta, 
Cx, =Caxton's Edition (1477-78). 
Th =W. ‘Thynne's Edition (1539). 
The Letter group is B, and MS. P hos been used as the basis of the text s0 far 
os itis available. From that poiat on Cx, and Th. wore used with tho ald of F 


andB. Th., it should be remarked, is not merely a reprint of Cx., for Thynne 
certainly hid access to and made we of other authorities, 


x Seam gspnart sponars to be lent to this theory by the Valetna DAE., which commences the thie 
Hawk on fe 6p, aera wide srmce, she itamtoated ‘capital, similar (o that wed at the epeniog: 
af the its; whillet the second book, whic ty commen: radg ht on afier tbe long ob ine 
first without any xpace, and with a Taylish whlch; hough smlar Ip eulgn 10 that weed or $95 a 
two books, ls mot quite so large: 
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acceptable to the Queen, the rest are poctical improvements which may easily be 
studied in the parallel columns in which they are printed in this edition, 

Nine MSS., besides Thynne’s Edition (Th.}, have been collated, as printed 
Chaucer Society, for the text of this poem, viz. Gg 4. 27, Cambridge (quoted as ot 
Fairfax. (F}; Tanner (Tan.}; R 3. 19, Trinity College, Cambridge (Trin. Arete 
Seld, B 24, Bodleian Library (Arch. Seld,); Bodley MS. 638 (Bs Brits Museen 
Additional MS, 9832 (Add.), and 12,524 (Add.,); and Pepys Mi! a eee 

Of these MSS. F and B must be derived immediately from bt 
Tan., which shares most of their glaring faults, from the original of that. ep 

must have coltatedt it with: 


tial se ¥ and Band contain a number of good readings. The other Mi 
fragment Add.. which only begins at |, 1640, belongs to the sume group, a8 ali 
docs Arch. Seid, ‘The latter, however, i a dangerous MS. t0 ef 
who may have worked from the same original used 


i gas 961, which the other MSS. omit; but it eter hs Af the Trin. 
group agsinst Ge. Its independent readings (with the possible exception of yaffer 
in 1, 1126) are of no value, 

In making my text I am sory now that T did not take the Trisity MS, as my 
starting-point, bat I for a long time suspected it of being overmuch edited, ‘Thus 
the completeness and comparatively good spelling of Fairfax gave it the 
bat in my Gnal revision T have syst it i 


spelling 
(especialy) which are ‘the chit dligerement of Fy 
eccentricities, though with a very sparing hand, 


LATER MINOR POEMS 
(H. Frans Hearn) 


TO ROSEMOUNDE 
‘To the Troifur period belongs this playful ballade, Sis, ok ee 
is only found in one MS, (Rawl. Poot. 163, leaf 114) in the Bodleian Li 
ae De, Fernivall, and sacnasae 
a rE 
opens, the ironical humour of its consbination with the story of Isokte, 
takably declare’ the authorship. 
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THE FORMER AGE 


This pleasant rhapsody upon the good old times is based upon Bocthius’ De 
Consolatione Philosophie (ii. met. v.), with echoes here and there from the Reman 
de la Rose. Xt is only found in two MSS., both in the University Library at 
Cambridge. Their press marks are Ii 3. 21 and Hh 4. 12. The former is the 
better of the two, and has been used as the basis of the text. This and the next 
four poems cannot be exactly dated. They were written after 1382, and probably 
before 1390. 


FORTUNE 


Balades de visage sans peinture, as this poem is called in the MSS., are a series 
of ballades, or rather a triple ballade, with a single envoy of seven, and possibly only 
six lines, in praise of the friend of the ‘unpainted face,’ who is faithful in adversity. 
It was possibly written after Chaucer's loss of office in 1386. 

There are eight MSS. and one edition of this poem, which I arrange as follows :— 


x 









\ 
ae eee & L 
A Han, 7 Fs 
‘Cambridge University Library MS. Ii 3. a1. 
hirley's Ashmole MS. £9 (Bodleian Library). 
asleian MS. 2251 {Beicah Museum). 


Lansdowne MS. 699 (British Staseum). 
"axton’s Edition (1477-78). 


Ii is decidedly the best authority, and this has been made the basis of the text. 


TRUTH 


This ballade and the next, called Gentilesse, show Chaucer in his gravest mood, 
and reveal the finely-tempered spirit which underlay his ironical and sometimes 
cynical humour. Both poems, like the Lat of Stedfastnesse, owe their suggestion, 
no doubt, to Boethius, but 7ruth (which is the finest) less so than the others, while 
they all strike an intensely personal note. 





xh 
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There are thirtcen MSS. and one printed edition of Truth, which I arrange it 
the following way :— 


x 





LCzuR ETL HT Seld 


The dotted line is intended to show that there is evidence of contamination. 


Zambridge University Library Gg 4. 27. 

‘otton MS. Cleopatra D vii. (British Museum). 
lesmere MS. 

dditional MS. 10,340 (British Mase 
ditional MS. 22, aa 















airfax MS. 16 (Bodtean Liber), second copy of the poem. 
hirley's Trinity College, Cambridge, MS. R 3. 20. 
itey's Trinity College, Cambridge, MS. R 3. 40, second copy of the poem. 


cambridge University Library Kk 1. 5. 
‘Caxton's Edition (1477-78). 

Group B is the better of the two main groups into which the authorities fall, 
and of this group sub-group 4 is the better. I have used Gg as the basis of the text. 


GENTILESSE 


This fine ballade on the qualities that make a gentleman reminds one of the speech 
in which the Wife of Bath discourses upon ‘ gentillesse ’( ife of Bath's Tale, D 1109- 
1176). There are eight MSS. and one printed edition of this poem, which T arrange 
as follows :-— 





x 
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T=Shirley's Trinity College, Cambridge, MS. R 3, 20. 
H=Shirley’s Harteian MS. 7333 (British Museum). 
Shirley's Ashmole MS. 59 (Oxford), 
rinity College, Cambridge, MS. R 4. 51. 
luseum), 








Jarieian MS. 2251 (British Museum 
Additional MS, 22,139 (British Museum), 

ton MS. Cleopatra D vii. (British Museum). 
Harleian MS. 2957 (British Museum), 
Caxton's Edition (1477-78). 





‘The dotted lines are intended to show that there is evidence of contamination. 


Geoup C is the better of the two main groups, and has been used as the basis 
te text 


LAK OF STEDFASTNESSE 


This ballnde, which is chiefly notable for its envoy to King Richard, Shirley and 
jedess have placed between 1393 and 1399. But it is difficult to account for 
Quacer’s sudden accession of reformatory zeal towards the man who could alone fill 
is quickly-emptying purse. The poet, if we except this poem, had none of Langland’s 
Pit, and was always of the Court party. Mr. Pollard has suggested, and with great 
|v ef reason, that this address to the King and reference to the instability of the 
is probably dates from the time when the young Richard was taking the govern- 
‘eat into his own hands, and throwing over the tutelage of his guardian uncles with 
Ge sepport ofall his people's hopes. This would place the composition in or about 
59s, and when read with this in mind the whole poem gains an added force. 
bey are eight MSS. and one printed edition of this poem, which I agree with 
arranging as follows :— 


x 





Th. Tr. Baw 


T=Shirley's Trinity College, Cambridge, MS. R 3. 20. 
H = Shirley's Harleian MS. 7333 (British Museum} 
F = Fairfax 16 (Bodleian Li 
Ha. =Harleian MS. 7578 (British Museum). 
‘Ct. =Cotton MS. Cleopatra D vii. (British Museum). 
Add. = Additional MS. 22,139 (British Museum). 
Tr. =Trinity College, Cambridge, R 14. 51. 
@ 
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Bsn, =Bansatyno MS, 568 (Hunterian Museum, Glasgow), 
‘Th. = Thynno’s Edition (1532). 


Group B is the better of the two main groups of authorities and MS. H has been | 
used as the basis of the text (cp. supne, p. xxii). 


THE COMPLEYNT OF VENUS 


These three ballades, to which Shirley gave the above title, are translations, more 
or less free, from the famous Savoyard poet, Sir Otes de Granson,! made probably (0 
please Isabella, Duchess of York, the doubtful heroine of the Complont of J 
‘The envoy, which is the best part of the poem, is wholly original. ‘The date is hal 
to assign, but it is probably somewhere near 1393. There are eight MSS. and on 
printed edition of this poem, which I arrange as follows 1— 


x 


& Ta 


Shirley's Trinity College, Cambridge, R 3. 20, 
irley's Ashmole 59 (Oxford). 
irfax 16 (Bodleian Library), 
aner 346 4 ‘* 
Pepys 2006 Hand B (Magdalene College, Cambridge), Il, 65-72 are wanting. 
ry pys 006 Hand Ey, 4 wontains only I 45% 
¥f=Cambridge University Library M: 
Seld.m:Arch. Selden MS. B 24 (Bodleian L 
Ju. =Jullan Notary’s Edition (499-1 $02). 


‘The best group of MSS. is B, and I have wsed this as the basis of the text. 


ENVOY TO SCOGAN 


About the sume time as The Compleynt of Venws, Chaucer wrote this playful 
reproach to his friend Henry Soogan for having given up his lady at ! Michelenesse,?* 
when he found her careless of his distress, But some year or two earlier, in £39 
the poet ad lost his post as Clerk of the Ring's Works, ahd be makes this 
opportunity of beyging for his friend's influence oa behalf of the ncedy road-eone 


Wor more concerning, Cranaen ps Piaget, “Ohon' de (iransun ain sis Tales, Rewands, wal 
rr 
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missioner exiled in the ‘solitarie wildernesse’ of Greenwich. The prayer may have 
bome fruit in the pension granted him next year. 

There are three MSS. (MS. Gg 4. 27, Univ. Libr. Camb. ; MS. Fairfax 16, 
Bodleian Libr. ; and MS. Pepys 2006, Magd. Coll. Camb.) and one edition (that 
of Thynne 1532) which serve as authorities for this poem. They all seem to belong 
to one group ; there is certainly no sufficient evidence for dividing them, though MS. 
Fairfax is, on the whole, the best, and has been used as the basis for this text. 


ENVOY TO BUKTON 


This bitter-sweet ballade, in stanzas of eight lines, touches marriage, and is quite 

itten in 1396, as we know by the reference to 
ion against Friesland of that year. There 
is only one MS. (Fairfax 16) besides two early printed editions of this poem, that of 
Julian Notary (1499-1502), and that of Thynne (1532). The text is based upon the 
Fairfax MS. 





COMPLEYNT TO HIS PURSE 


This sadly humorous poem must be one of the last, if not quite the last, we have from 
the poet’s pen. It was addressed to Henry of Bolingbroke, ‘the Conqueror of Brutes 
Albioun,’ and it won from him an additional pension of forty marks, which ensured 
Chaucer against penury in the closing months of his life. Professor Skeat thinks it 
probable that all the poem except the envoy was written at an earlier date, but 
without, it seems to me, sufficient ground. There are six MSS. and one early printed 
edition of this poem, which I arrange as follows :— 


H &f Aad )P Harl. 


Cx. 






‘airfax 16 (Bodleian Library). 
‘Shirley's Harleian MS. 7333 (British Museum), 
‘Cambridge University Library MS, Ff 1. 6. 
‘Add. = Additional MS. 22,139 (British Museum). 
Pepys MS. 2006 (Magdalene College, Cambridge). 
Hari, = Harleian MS. 2251 (British Museum), 

‘Cx =Caston's Edition (1477-78). 


The best MS. is the Fairfax, which has been used as the basis of the text. 





Bi ITEC SOOT 





7acvsaas 


Tew cm gmonme. £ mieet her me Tomei sii ong 7 his sepetation 
as hese WES heme Tafex cw: Ww wnca. te Famke amt che Flarleie 
deere te uitliemmug ce te net 
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DOUBTFUL MINOR POEMS 
(H. Frask Hearn} 


MERCILES BEAUTE 


This tngde enndes immertiately follows several of Chascer’s genuine poems in 
the img MS. Peqys wrhy in which it is focod Its manner is quite that of the 
Vet, and it vers ‘ry have teen well knvrmn, for its first line is quoted in Lydgate’ 
‘Vallane in cammemenatum A cast Ladie,’ St. 22. 

‘The yerms that follow have no direct evidence as to their anthorship, bat they 
wre sufficiently in Chaacer's manner, though they do not show him at his best, if they 
a ‘They are all f an erctic torn, 











AGAINST WOMEN UNCONSTANT 


‘The Ballade «Against Women Unconstant? is found in three MSS. (viz. Cotton 
Clerpmiea D vii.s Harleian 7578; Fairfax 16), and in Stowe’s edition of the 
works jablished in 1561. ‘These authorities fall into two main groups, one of which 
tones of the Fairfax MS., the authority nearest to the original on the whole, and 

fore made the Ih of this text. The remaining authorities constitute the 
uj, within which the Cotton MS, and Stowe’s edition form a subdivision 
tn copy of the MS., of which Harleian 7578 was a copy. 
subheading of thix poem is from the edition of 1561 which reads—‘A 
Malate whiche Chaucer made agaynst women unconstant.’ 
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group 7 of Chaucer's own tract. The few definitions not directly tmoeabile to Sacto: 
bosco are perhaps additions of Chaucer's own. 

The technical character of the work bas preserved it in a number of MSSy 
cightcen are now known. Many of them are very poor, but, fortunately foe 

tical text, the inferior ones all derive from the same source which is itself 

to us in good MSS. The following have been used for the text :—MS. 
(B,), the basis of the text; E. Musco 54 (M,), in the Bodleian Library; Da 3. 55 
of the Cambr. Univ. Library; Rawl D, 913 (R,}, in the Bodicians Dd aa. $f 
(Day), Cambr. Univ. Library ae ie 391 (A) (fragmentary), Bodleian Library}. 
Ashmole 360 (Ay), Bodleias 68 (B,)s E, Museo me (My) (fragmentary 
Bodlelan ; Rawl. Mise, 3, ered 

MS. Bodley 619 (which was evidently copied by an astronomer) has been madi 
the basis of the text on account of the almost uniform excellence of its 
‘The text is critical, based upon an arrangement of the MSS. as roughly shown. 
following table :— 


(wot classified.) 
dhe Eg. Ma. Ad 


a 
Thynte's ed. 5, 
Brac’s ed. }eaa 


¥ shows a confusion in the arrangement of Pt, TH, is late, and contains a number 
of spurious conclusions, 


ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE 
(Mark TH. Lipper.) 


‘The chief interest that attaches to he Kemeunt of the Rose is doe to the poss 
bility of its being wholly or in part the work of Chaucer. Its felicity as a transition, 
making nnew, as it were, the French poem, the beasty and case of its versification, 
the fact that Chaucer did translate ‘jehun de Meung’s French poem, and that a large 
je of this version offers little to hang an objection to as far as Chaucerian grammar 

Concemed, have combined to enabile it to resist most successfully all attempts to fix: 
it among the spurious Chaucer pieces, 

‘As the matter now stands it is generally agreed that Chaucer could not have 
written the part beginning somewhere about v. 1703 and ending with v. §810. ‘The 
last part, extending from this point to the end and commonly called C by scholars, 
may possibly have been written by Chaucer, though it contaias some rhymes shat 
aire, to say the least, uensual in Chaucer, “The first part, known as A, thoagh brief 
when compared to B and C, has been held by many to be of Chaucer's early work 
It is not possitile to decide DS meth ie Ail ah Reh it 
that A (vv. 1-170$) may be part of the translation Chaucer mys he made; that C i 


4B is usually apposed to begin wiih. tzo%, but cp the nose to the verve. 
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also possibly Chaucer's, but this assumption is less likely than the former; that B 
(vv. 1706-5810) is probably the interpolation of a northern writer later than Chaucer 
‘who made an attempt to join the two parts of the poem A and C, and makea complete 
translation, but wearied of his task and dropped it at v. 5810. But it is just this 
part that Chaucer specifically refers to in Leg. 430, 431, where he speaks of ‘ misseying’ 
women. This horrible slander is contained in vv. 4252-4266 of the English version. 
Fis translation must, therefore, have extended at least to this point, so that our 
version, if it is Chaucer’s, was originally more complete than it is now. But who- 
the translation is well worthy to take a place beside Chaucer’s best 
work ; and it is difficult to understand how this comes to be the only surviving work 
of a poet who was such a master of English verse and had such power of reproducing 
with added skilful touches of his own Jehan de Meung’s Roman de /a Rose. 

‘The present edition offers a text based almost solely upon the Glasgow MS. By 
comparison with the French original, many unintelligible lines have for the first time 
been corrected so as to make good Middle-English sense. Many unintelligible words 
have been put back into their proper form by observing the recurrence of certain 
scribal errors in the Glasgow MS. e.g. # and y for «, a for 0, ¢ for o, u for ou, w 
for v, 6 for /. The notes give such variants as are of any importance, together with 


such citations of the French original as are necessary to understand the English 
version. 





the poem # and », # and j are used with their modern values, except 
that I is retained for modern J. The dotted ¢ is used to denote a separate syllable 
in the middle of the line. 








184-257 


What sholde he studie and make hym- 
selven wood, 

Upon a book in claystre alwey to poure, 

Or swynken with his handés and labéure, 

‘As Austyn bit? how shal the world be 


served ? 
Lat Austyn havehisswynk tohim reserved, 
Therfore he was a prikasour aright ; 
Gretoundes he hadde, as swik as nit 

in Might : 
SF bedi eed imtyog! for HE bare 
‘Was al his lust, for no cost wolde he spare. 
1 scigh his sleves y-purfided at the hond 
With grys, and that the fyneste of a lond ; 
‘And for to festne his hood under his chyn 
Hehadldeofgold y-wroghtafal curiouspyn, 
A love knotte in the gretter ende ther was. 
His heed was balled that shoon as anyglas, 
And eck his face as he hadde been enoyat. 
He was a lord ful fat and in good poy: 


Hise eyén stepe and rollynge in his heed, || 


‘That steméd as a forneys of a leed ; 208 
His bootés souple, his hors in greet estaat. 
Now certeinly he was a fair prelaat. 

He wns nat pale, as a forpynéd goost : 

A fat swan loved be best of any roost ; 
His palfrey was a3 beoun as is a berye. 


A Frere ther was, a wantowne and 


a merys, 

, Alymytour, a ful solempné man, 909 

In allé the ordrés foure is noon that lan 

So muchel of daliaunce and fair langage ; 
He haddé masd fal many a mariage 

Of yong? wommen at his owene cost = 
‘Unto his ordre he was a noble post, 

Ful wel bilowed and fanralier was he 
‘With frankeleyns over al in his contree 
And eck with worthy wommen of the toun, 
For he hadde power of confessioun, 

As seyde bym-self, mooré than a curst, 
For of his ordre he was licenciat. 0 
Fal swetely herdé he confessioan, 

And plessant was his absolucioun, 
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‘He was an esy man to 

‘Ther ashe wnt to havea goed Pl 

For unto * poure ordre for to. 

Is signé that a man is wel y-shryve 5 

For, il f, he dorsté make avaunt 

He wisté that a man was répentautit 

For many a man so harde is ofthis here 

He may nat wepe al thagh hym soar 
smerte, 

Therfore in stede of wepynge and preyeres | 

‘Men moote yeve silver to the pouré freves. 

His typet was ay farsed full of knywee 

And pynnés, for to yeren yongé wyres 

‘And certeinly be hadde a mlrye note F 

‘Wel koude he synge and pleyen on a ro#et 

Of yeddynges be baar outrély the pris} 

His nekké whit was as the Arete 


Ther-to he strong “at anpoun 
(He knew the tavernes well inall toan 


Acordéd nat, as by his 
To have with siké lazars aqueyntasnoe } 
{tis nat honeste, it may nat avaunce 
For to deelen with no swiche poraille ¢ 
But al with riche and selleres of vitailley 
And over al, ther as proft sholde nrliey 
Curteis he was and lowely of servysey ase 
‘Ther nas no man nowher so vertuous, 
He was the besté beggere in his houts,* 
For thogh a wydwe haddé noght a sho, 
So plesaunt was his Jw prdnci‘a, 
Yet wolde he have a ferthyng er he wenter 
His purchas wns wel bettre than his reste, 
And rage he kendé, as it were right # 
whelpe, 


25%, Mengwrt MS. here inserts tworines 


bs Gaelgdhs nk ogeabarae 
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And sey thus: ‘Now, lordynges, 


trewdly, 
Ye been to me right welcome, hertély 
For by my trouthe, if that 1 shal nat lye, 
I ne saugh this yocr so my'rie a compaignye 
At onés in this hesberwe as is now 5 
Fayn wolde I doon yow myrthé, wiste I 
how. 


a ‘of amyribe I am right now bythoght, 
To doon yow ese, and it shal costé noght. 
to Canterbury—God yow 
‘The bch matte qité yow youre weed! 
ie martir quité ineede! 
AcAl ialll oct, be esa by the weye, 
Ye shapen yow to talen and to pleye; 
For trewtly confort ne myrthe is noon 
‘To ridé by the weye doumb as a stoon ; 
Anil therfore wol I maken yow disport, 
‘As I seyde erst, and doon yow som 


contort. 
And if you liketh alle, by oon assent, 
Now for to stonden at my juggément, 
And for to worken as I shal yow acye, 
‘To-morwé, whan ye riden by the weye, 
Now, by my fader soulé, that is deed, 741 
But ye be myrie, smyteth of myn heed t 
Hoold up youre hond, withouten mooré 
spoche," 
‘Oure consell was nat longé for to secho ; 
‘Us thoughte it was noght worth to make 
it wys, 
And graunted bym withouten moore avys, 
‘And bad hien seye his verdit, as hym teste. 


"Lordyages quod he, now herkneth 
for the beste; 


But tak it nought, I prey yow, in 
This is the poynt, to speken short and 


pleyo, ead 
That ech of yow, to shorté with your weye, 


In this viage shal tellé talés tweye,— 
‘To Caunterburywurd, I mean it 8, 

Aad homward he shal tellen othere two,— 
Of nventiires that whilom han bifalle. 


38 Foe amyteth of Git. oF WS read wot 


fe Paget 
sag Aether pogree we se egy 


ee 





And which ef yow that bereth hym besté 
of alle, 

That is to seyn, thit telleth in this mas 

Talés of best senténce and moost solaas 

Shal have a soper at oure abler cost, yy) 

Heere in this placg, sittynge by this 

Whan that wecomengayn fro: 

And, for to maké yow the mooré ry, 

I wal myselven gladly with yow ryde 

Right at aya’ owene cost, and) be youre 


‘And whoso oes ™ withseye 
Shal fave al that me ion ears the wey. 
‘And if ye vouché-sauf that it beso 
Tel me anon, withouten wordés mo, 
And I wol erly shapé me therfore.” 

This thyng was graunted, and — 

othés swore 

With ful glad herte, and preyden bym aed 
‘That he would vouché-sanf for to do 90, 
‘And that he woldé been oure governom, 
And of our talés juge and réportour, 
And sete « soper at 4 certeyn pris, 
And we wal realéd been at his dewys 
In heigh and Jough; and thus, by oo 


assent, 

We been acorded to his juggément. 

And therupon the wya was fet anon} 

We dronken, and to resté wente ochoaly 

Withouten any lenger taryynge. 

Amorwé, whan that day gan Sera 

Sprynge, 

Up roas ure Hoostand was oure aller cok, 

And gadrede us togidre alle fa & flak, 

And forth we iden, « litel moore tan pais, 

Unto the wateryng of Seint Thomas ; 

And there oure Floost bigan his hors areste 

And seydé, 'Lordynges, herkneth, i 

yow leste + 

Ye. woat-youre doeewinl ant 

recorde, 


Ifeven-song and moewe-soeg accorde, Aye 
Lat se now who shal tele the firsté tale, 
‘As ever mote I drynké wyn oe ae, 
Whoso be rebel to my ji 

|Sbal paye for all that Ly te optical 

















1220-1301 

‘The deeth he fecleth thurgh his herté 
senytes 2230 

He swepette wayleth, crieth pitously ; 

To sleen hymself he waiteth privély, 

He soyle, ‘ Allos that day that I was born 

Now {s my prisoan worsé than biforn ; 

Now is me shape eternally to dwelle, 

Nat in my purgatdrie, but in helle. 

Allas that ever knew T Perothéus t 

For cllés badde I dwelled with Thestus, 

Y-fetered ins his prisoan evermo. 

‘Thanne hadde I been in blisse, and nat 


in wo, 1p 

Oonly the sighte of hire, whom that T 
serve,— 

‘Though that IT never hir gract may 


Wolde han suffiséd right ynough for me. 
© deeré cosyn Pulamon,' quod he, 
“Thyn is the victoric of this Aventure | 
Ful Bisa in prison maistow dure,— 
Tn prisoun? certés nay, but in pansdys ! 
Wel hath Fortine y-turnéd thee the dys, 
That bast the sighte of hire and T 
thabsence, 9 
For possible is, syn thou hast hire presence, 
And art @ knyght, a worthy and an able, 
‘That by som cas, syn Fortune is chaunge- 


able, 
‘Thowmaist tothydesir some tymeatteyne, 
But I, that am exiléd and bareyne 
‘Of allt grace, and in so greet disper, 
‘That ther nys erthé, water, fir, ne cir, 
Ne ereture, that of hem makéd is, 
‘That may me heele, or doon confort in 
this— 
Wel oughte I sterve in wanhope and 
titres ah 
Farwel, my lif, my ast and my gladnesse ! 
# Alas, why pleynen folk so in commine 
of Listes ‘of Fortine, 
‘That yereth hem ful ofte in many a 
Wel bette than they kan hem self felts 
Som man Srey for to han richésse, 


Rade ne oslld cl tls pacents 
Tat Be oe merc gm” 


ie Eas Tie arpa 
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We witcn nat what thing we preyen’ 

We faren as he that dronke is as a) 

Addronké man woot wel he hath am 

‘But he noot which the righté 

‘And toa dronké man the wey ks slider: 

‘And certés in this world so fares wey— 
fel 


Thus may we seyén alle, and 

‘That wende and hadde a greet 

‘That if I myghte escapen from 

‘Thanne hadde 1 been im joye mmx 
heele, 

Ther now 1 am exiléd bien fe 

Syn that I may nat seen you, Emelyey 

I nam but deed, there nysno remedy" 

Upon that oother sydé, Palamon, 

Whan that he wiste Arcité was agery 

Swich sorwe he maketh that the greté lal 

Resounéd of his youlyng nnd clumedit fi 

‘The puré fettres on his shynés grete 

‘Weren of his bittre, ACRE wet, ie 

“Alas !’ quod he, * ie 

Of al pe strif, God woot, the fro t 
hyn; 

‘Thow walkest now in Thebésat thy lang 

And of my wo thow yevest litel char 

Thou pi A syn thou hast wysdom aad) 
manhede, 

Assemblen alle the fotk of oure kyarede, 

And make 4 werre so sharpe om this eile, 

‘That by som dventure, or som tretee, 

Thow mayst have hire to lady and to wyh 

For whom that I moste nedés tese mny lyf 

For, as by wey of passibilitee, righ 

Sith thou ast at thy large, of prisomn 

And art a lord, greet is thyn 

Moore than is myn that sterve here ja & 


cage; 
For I moot wepe and waylé while I lyve | 
With al the wo that prison may me yer 
And cek with peyne that love me 


150, 

That abit a ty torment ed ny was! 
e 

‘Wiking is Urey dd beste hn 


herte ne 
So woodly, that he lyk was to biholde 
1278. Resewwed, 8 resewnethe 
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And to the tmunde he: rideth ym fil 
For thider wax tho hert wont havo: his 


ty 
And over a brook, and 60 forth in his weye. 
‘This duc wol han a cours at hym, or tweye, 
With houndés, swiche as that hym list 
commannde, 
seta acd this duc was come unto the 


Under ee may he looketh, and anon, 
He was war of Arcite and Palamon, 
‘That foughten breme, as it were bores 
two. 1699) 
‘The brighté swerdés wenten to and fro 
So hidously, that with the leesté strook 
Tt seméd as it woldé fille an ook 5 
‘But what they wert no thyng he ne woot. 
‘This duc his courser with his sporés smoot, 
‘And at a stort he was biewix hem two, 
‘And pulléd out a sword, and eridé, *Hoo! 
Namoore, up peyne of lesynge of youre 
heed t 
By myghty Mars, he shal anon be deed 
‘That smyteth any strook, that I may seen, 
But telleth me what mystiers men ye beett, 
‘That been so hardy fortofighten heere x7ex 
Withouten juge, or oother officere, 
As it were in a lystés roially?? 
‘This Palamon answerdé hastily 
And seydé, ‘Sire, what nedeth wordés mo? 
We have the deeth disservéd bothé two, 
‘Two woful wrecches becn we, twocaytyves, 
‘That been encombred of oure owene lyves, 
ses as thou ie rightfal ease Jeger, 
ie yeve ws neither mercy ne refuge, 1720 
But sie me first, for seinté charitee, 
But sle my felawe eek ax wel as met 
Or slo hymn first, for though thow 
Knowest it lite, 
‘This is thy mortal foo, this is Arcite, 
‘That fro thy lond is banysshed on his heed, 
For which he bath deservéd to be deed; 
For this is he that cam unto thy gate 
vee ho highté Philostrate ; 
he japéd thee fal manga yer, 
mat makéd hyn thy chief 


‘tint loreth Emelye 
the dy is Cerne that Tati dye, 


ey 
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Therfore I axé Sine and 
But sle my felawe in the 
For bothe han we deservéd to fr 


by youre confession, 
Hath dampnéd you, and T wot it recortin, 
It nedeth noght to pyne yow with the 


corde, 
Ye shal Sa by myghty Mass the 
rede!” 
‘The queene anon, for vermy wortmanty 


wepe, and so dide Emetye, 

And alle the a ipa the 

Greet pitee was it, as itthonghte hee alle, 

‘That ever swich 2 chauncé sholde falle, 

For gentil men they were, of greet 

And no thyng but for lowe was 
debant,— 


And seugh hir bledy woundés, wyde and 


spore, 
And allé crieden, bothé lnsse and 

“Have: / lord, upen uswonemeny 

And on hir baré knees adoun they 

And woldo have list’ his fet ther as he 


stood, 
‘TH ak the laste staked was his nod, ape 
For pitce renneth soone in gentil herte, 
And thongtrhefiest for int quook and aterte, 
He bath considered sheetly, in # clause, 
‘The trespas of hem bothe, and: eek tie 


cause, 

Ani although that his ire bir 

Yet in his resoun be ben 

And thas he thoghté wel, that every mst 
Wot helpe hymen tore, tht ey 
And eck delivere ‘out of pprisoun 
‘And eek his herté badde compasstous 1770 

Of wommen, for they wepets ever kn 0003 


A748 & pyme yore wlth the conde, yar yan 
harvard sa crea me fi 

rt. Fe fine eeccurs 
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Grour A 





Amd for puts up at allé rightes, 
AL redy to darreyne hire by bataille ; 
And this bihote I yow with-outen faille 
Upon my trouthe and as I am a knyght, 
That whoither of yow bothé that hath 
myght, 
This fs to seyn, that wheither he or thow 
May with his hundred, as I spak of now, 
Sleen his contrarie, or out of lystés diryre, 
Him shal C yeve Emelya to wyve, 1860 
To whom that Fortune yeveth so fair a 


grace. 
‘The lystés shal I maken in this place, 
And God 60 wisly on my soulé rewe 
As 1 shal evene jugé been, and trewe. 
Yo shul noon cother endé with me maken 
‘That oon of yow ne shal be decd or taken ; 
And if yow thynketh this is wel y-sayd, 
Seycth youre avys and holdeth you apayd. 
This is youre ende and youre conclusioun.’ 
Who looketh lightly now but Pala- 
moun? itp 
Who spryngeth up for joyé but Areite ? 
Who koathé tellé, or who kouthe endite, 
The ohana is makéd in the place 
Whan hath doon so fair a grace? 
But doun on kmees wente every maner 


wight 
And thonken hym with al hir herte and 
it 5 
And namély the Thebans often sithe. 
And thes with good hope and with hers 
blithe 


‘They taken bit tere, and homward wane 
ride 
‘To Thebin with his oldé walls ernest 


PART 111 


I trowe men wollé deme it necligence 
If I forgete to tellen the dispence 

Of Thestus, that gooth so bisily 

‘To maken up the lystés roially, 

That swich a noble theatre as it was 

T dar wel seym that in this world there nas, 
‘The circutt a mylé was aboute, 

Walléd of st000 aid dychéd al withoute. 
Round was the shape, in manere of 


com 
Fel of degrors, toe bekghie of bsty pay” 





‘That whan a man was set.on o degree, 

Me letté nat his felawe for to sec. 
Estward therstood agateof ‘martuth whit, 

Westward right swich another in the 


And, eer fo concluden, swich « place 
‘Was noon in erthe, as in so titel spacey 
For in the lond ther was no crafty mam 
‘That geométrie or aremetrik kam, 

Ne portreitouz, ne kervere of ymagos, 
‘That Thescus ne yaf him mete and wages, 
‘The theatre for to maken and devyse. sg 
And, for to doom his ryte and suerifice, 
He estward hath, upon the gate bree, 
In worshipe of Vi magutaae 

Doon make an auter and an cee 
And westward, in the mynde and Ja 


memérie 
Of Mars, he makéd bath right swiel 


another, 
‘That costé largély of gold.a fother, 
And northward, in a touret on the wal 
Of alabastre whit and reed coral, yee 
An oralorie riché for to see, 
In worshipe of Dyane of chastitee 
Hath Theseus doon wroght in noble wyse 
But yet hadde I forgeten to devyse 
‘The noble kervyng and the portreitures, 
‘The shape, the contenaunce, and. the 
fygures 
‘That weren in thise oratories thre. 
First, in the temple of Venus maystow 


sy ost 
Wroght on the wal, fal pitows to biholde, 
‘The broken slepés, and the sikés cokie, 
‘The sacred tecns, and the waymentyngey 
The firy strokes, and the d 

That lovés servaunts inthis tyf enduren 
‘The othés that her covenants assuren 3 
Plesumce and Hope, Desir, Foothandy- 


lowsye, 
yelewe gooldés a gerland 
jon. Ale, om. BA; Hy hem. 
ed 
a 


naaarees ies 
mere, 
tractive reading. w= 
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GROUP A 





Ther lakkéd noght to doon hie sacrifise, 
Smoke the temple, fil of clothes 


‘This Emelye, with herté debonair, 
Hir body wessh with water of a welle 
But how she dide hir ryte I dar nat telle, 
But it be any thing in general 5 
Anil. yet it were a game to beeren aly 
‘To hym that meneth wel it were no charge, 
But it is good a man been at his lange. 
Hir brighté heer was kemjxl, un- 
tressid al, 
A.coroane ofa grene ook ceria) zag. 
Upon hir heed was set, fal faire and meetes 
‘Two fyrés on the auter gan she beete, 
And dide bir thyngés, as men may biholde 
Tn Stace of Thebés, and thise bookés olde. 
Whan kyndled was the fyr, with pitons 


cheere, 

Unto Dyane she spak as ye may heere :— 
+0) chasté goddesse of the wodss grenc, 

To whoo bothe hevene and erthe and 


tee is sence, 
Queene of the regne of Plato, derk and 


Goddesse of maydlens, that myn herte hast 
knowe 0 
Ful many a yeer, and woos what Leste, 
As keepe me fro thy vengenunce and 
thyn ire, 
That Atthoon aboughté cruelly ; 
Chasté goddess’, wel wostow that 
Desire to ben a mayden al my lyf, 
Ne never wol I be no love, ne wyf, 
Tam, thow woost, yet of thy compaignye, 
A mayde, and love humtynge asd venerye, 
And for to walken in the woddés wilde, 
‘And noght to ben awyf and be with childe: 
Noght wol [kknowe the compaignyeof man, 
Now helpe me, lady, sith ye may and kan, 
For tho formes that thou bast in thee, 
And Palasnon, that hath swich love to me, 
‘And eek Arcite, that loveth me so sonore, 


drome sok cerial, Doccuotin's ' quarcia 

cereabe, “ioe bain ~ ERE RES %, 
Thelve, Diels 

ete of thew 

a ‘divs 


Dison 
earthy and rons 





This gence I proyé thee withenté moe? 
Assendé love and pees bitwixe leer twa 
And fro me ture awey hir hertés so 
‘That al hire hooté love anil hit desir, 
Acd al hir bisy torment and bir firy ge 
Be queynt, or turnéd in another place. 

d if'so be thou wolt do me fo grace, 

my destynce be w 
That I shal nedés have con of Hem twa, 
As sende me hym that moost desireth me 
Bihoold, goddesse of clone chastites, 
The bittré tecres that om my chekés fale, 
Syn thouart mayde, and kepere of wsalley 
My maydenbede thou kepe and Ba 
conserve 

And whil I lyve a maydel wol cheaper 

‘The Grés brenne upon the auter eleere 
Whil Emelye was thus in hir preyéney 
But sodeynly she sangh a sights 
For scree con of tha tyres, pier 
And quyked agayn, and after that, ana 
That cother fyr was queymt and al aged, 
And as it queyote it made a shies 
As doon this wets broedes 


bresnynge 

And at the brome cade onvt-ran ase 
As it wore blody drops, ruany cen 5. 
For which so soore agast was Emelye 
‘That she was wel ny mad, and gan to: 
For she ne wisté what it gpyhty 
Bat oanly for the fecre thus bath she ered, 
And weep that it was pitee fur to heecret 
And ther-with-al Dyané gan appeersy 
With bowe in honde, rightas an bunteresie, 
And pest * Doghter, stynt thya hevy> 


‘Among tho goddishywit leairenall oe 
And by eterné word writen and confermed, 
‘Thon shalt ben wedded unto nen of tho: 
‘That han for thee so muchel care and wey 
But unto which of hem T may nat tee. 
Farwel, for I ne may no keager dwulles 
‘The firés whiche that on myn auter breane 
Shufle thee declaren, er that thow go 


henne, 
Thyn venture of Jove, ss ity this cast 
And with that word the arwés En the ait 
Of the goddess’ clateren fate and rynge, 


Pays yee beards, Hy ats ateth we awete bred 


7 
: 
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Atal Murs, the stierné god armypotente, 

‘That Jupiter was bisy it to stente 5 

‘Tit thar the palé Saturnius the colde, 

That knew so manye of aventures olde, 

Foond in his olde experience an art 

‘That he ful soone hath pleséd every part. 

As sooth is seyd, elde hath greet dvantige ; 

In elde is bothé wysdom and usige 5 

Men may the olde at-renne and poe 

at-rede, 

Selume’ssion, to wynten stcif'an dreds 

‘Al be it that it is agayn his kynde, 

Of al this strif he gon remédie fynde. 
“My aaa doghter Venus,” quod 


Satume, 
* My cours, that hath so wydé for to tarne, 
Haih mooré power than woot any man; 
Myn is the drenchyng in the sce so wan, 
Myn is the prison in the derké cote, 
Myn is the stranglyng and hangyng by 
the throte, 
The murmare and the cherlés rébellyng, 
The puyarage and the pryvee empay- 
abo 
Ido vengeance mal pleyn correccioun 
Idan in ant of the Jeoun ; 
Myn is the mayne of the hyé hallos, 
The fallynge of the toures and of the 
wales, 
Upon the mynour or the carpenter, — 
T slow Sampsoun, in shakynge the piler,— 
Ava myné be the maladyés colde, 
‘The derké tresons and the castés olde ; 
My lookyng is the fivler of pestilence 5 
Now weepe namcore, 1 shal deem dill 
nice 3470 
That Palamon, that is thyn owene knyght, 
Shal have bis lady, as thow hast him hight. 
Thomgh Mars shal helpe his kayght, yet 
nathélees, 


Ie referente is to the aup: 
of the Tt net Sature 
Cawpoet of 


Cees nn artic of mote 


Possibly Chaucer had 
‘Wa mayne; 


eet ae Prof, Siem 
he 1 notes 
ih Say first ton degrees of my 

Whether ee 


eee moot be som tyme: 
AML be ye noght of  compleccioun, 
1 day awich divisiosn, 


Now wol I stynten of the goddes: 
Of Mars a pena 
| And cellé yor, as a 

‘The grete effect for mtg 

PART fv 


Greet was the feeste im Aithents (hil 


seson of tht 
ht to. been ref 


day, 
And eek the inst; 
Made every 
plesaunes, 
‘Phat al that Moecday: justen they sil 
daunce, 
And spenten it in Venus beigh serryse? | 
Hut, by the causé that eo pee = 
Kerly, for to seem the 
Unto hirresté wenten t yee ey we 
And on the morwé, whan that day gam 


Sprynge, 
Of hors and harneys noyse and cl 
Ther was in hostelryés al aboute, 
And to the paleys rood ther 
Of lordés, upon steedis amd 
‘Ther maystow seen divisynge of ean 


So rao and 0 riche, and wroght 
oF rode, of browdynge, and 6 
steel, 


‘The sheeldés Dorighte, testorés, ani 


lneynge 5 
There, ede fs, weren 
mehr they belie 


The pt steedés on the golden, 
Goawynge, and faste the armurees: 
wane. Calthvewn, W Gabbdeton, 
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And in that selvé moment Talasson 
Is under Venus, estward in the place, 
With baner whyt, and bardy chiere and 


foe. 
Tn al the world to seken up and down 
So evene, withouten vuriacious, 
Ther neré swiché compaignyés ue 
For ther was noon so wys that koudé seye 
‘That any hadde of oothier avauntage aypr 
worthynesse, ne of estaat, ne age, 
So evene were they chosen, for to gese 5 
‘And in two rengés fairé they hem dresse, 
Whan that hir namés mid were 
everichon, 
‘That in hir nombré gylé were ther noon, 
‘Tho were the gatés shet, and cried was 


‘De mow yoare deveir, yoogé kayghis 
v 
The heraudes lefte bir prlkyng up and 


dous 5 ™ 
Now ryngen trompés loude and clarioun ; 
‘Ther is namoare to seyn, but west and est 
In goon the speres fal sadly in arrest 5 
In gooth the sharpo spore into the syde, 
‘Ther seen men who kan juste and who 


kan tyde 5 

‘Ther shyveren shaftés upon shecldés 
thikke ¢ 

Tle feeteth thurgh the hertéspoon the 


Up spryngen 
Out gooth 


be 
The helmés they to-hewen and to-shrede, 
Out beest the blood with stierné stremés 
610 


rode; 
With myghty maces the bonés they to- 
res ed 
He, thurgh the: thikkeste of the throng 
pan threste, 
Ther,  anerapes Stronge, and down 
3 
He, rolloth under foot as dooth a bal s 
He, foyneth on his feet with his troachoun, 
‘And he hyn huartieth with bis bors adours ; 
He, thargh the body is hurt amd sithen 


yrtake, 
Maugree his heed, and broght tnto the 
stake, 


twenty foot on highte; 
sweedés as the silver 





Asforward was, right ther he mosteabyde: 
Another lad is om that oother ye. ster 
And som tyme deoth hem Thestus 


Teste, 
Hem to refresshe anil drynken, if hem lee: 
Ful ofte a-day oe neh tis hae tea, 
Te verire met atid we WO 
Uni orsed halk coh ether of bem 
Ther nas no tygre in the vale wf 


‘Whan that hie whelpe is stole whan iy 
Tite, 

So crueel an the hunte, as is Arcite 

For jelows herte upon this Palamou § 

Nein Belmarye ther ny 50 fel loomn, 

‘That hunted is, or for his hanger wool 

Ne of his praye desireth so the blood, 

As Palatnoun, to seen his foo Arcite, 

‘The jelous strokés on bir helmes bytes 

Out renneth blood on bothe hir ayaa rede 

Som tyme an ende ther is of every 

For, er the sonne unto the resté wenltey” 

The strongé kyng Emetréus gan beste 

This Palamon, as he fxeght with Aveitey 

And made bis awerd depe im his flesh ip 
byte, 

And by the foree of twenty is fhe tale: 

Unyolden, and y-deawe umto the stilts 

And in the rescas of this Palasnoun: 

‘The strongé kyng Lygwnge is born: 

And kyng Emetréns, for ab his strengthey 

Is bom out of his sedel a awerdés lengtlvey| 

So hitte hie Palamoun, er he were take] 

Bat al for noght; he was broght 1 ihe 
stake. 

His handy hertémyybte hym helpenaughit 

He maste abydé, whan that he was caugha 

By force, and cel by compesicionn, i 

Who sorweth now bat wofiil Palme 
‘That moot namooré goon agaye to fi 
Aci whan that Theseus sey 


sighte 
Unio the folk that foghten thus eches 
He crydé, ‘ Hoo t namoore, Sanit ks dasa 
1 wol be trewé jage, and no- © 
Areite of Thebés shall have 
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And convoyéd the kyngis worhily 
Out of his toun, a journce largdly, 


good day 1! 
Of this bataille I wol namsoore endite, 
Bat speke of Palamoun and of 


Allowe, withouten any 

Farewel, “ny sweté foo, nH 

And softé taak peeetent > 
For love of God, and herkaert what £ 


Had strif and rascoer, many «day agony) 
For love of yow, and for ey ‘ 


of Arcyte. 
es oe eee Areliseened 
Eiseeeativee bis ford mero oui once: | 


The elothered blood, for any lechécraft, 

Cormpteth, and kn bis book y.laf, 

That neither veyné-blood ne ventusynpe, 

Ne drynke of herbes may ben his 
belpyage 4 

The verti éxpolsif, or animal, 

Fro thilké vertu clepéd natural, e790 

Ne tay the venym voyden ne expelle, 

The pipis of his longés goune to swelle, 

And every lacerte is his brest adoun 

Is shent with venym and corrupcious. 

Hym gayneth neither, for to gete his lif, 

‘Vomyt upward, ne dounward laxatif ; 

Al is to-brosten thitké regioun 5 

Nature hath pow no dominacious ; 

And cetteinly, ther Nature wol nat wirche, 

Farewel, phisik t goberthe man to chirche? 

This al and som, that Arcita moot dye, 

For which he semdeth after Emelye, 

And Pulamon, that was his cosyn deere. 

Thane seyde be thus as ye shal after 


*Naught may the wofal spirit in myn 
herte: 


Declare 6 point of alle my sorwés smerte 
To yow, my hady, that I lové moost, 
But I biquethe the servyce of my goost 
To yow aboven every creature, ort 
Syn that my lyf ne may no lenger dure, 
Allas the wo } allas, the peynés stronge, 
‘That I for yow have suffred, and so kong: 
Allas, the decth t allas, myn Emelye 
Allas, departynge of onr compaigaye t 
Allas, myn bertés queene! allas, my wy! 
Myn hortés lady, endere of my lyf! 
What is this woekl? what asketh men to 
have? 
Now with his love, now in his coldé grave | g¢7? 
arn ney weppiled by Tyrwhitt, 


| Wysdoen, AV ctaat and heigl 


kynrede, Rial 
Fredom, and al that longeth to that atty= 
So Juppiter have of my soulé part, 

‘As in this world right now ne knowe1 pam 
So worthy to ben lowed as Palasoti,, 
‘That serveth yow and wol doon al his ffl 
And if that ever ye shul ben a wyf 
Forget nat Palumon, the gentil many = 
And with that word his speché Gaillé gaa 
For from his feet up to his brest was come 
The covld of deuth, that hadde bins met 

come 5 Lal 
And yet moure-over, in bis armats twoy 
‘The vital strengthe is bast and al age. 
Ovaly the intellect, withouten moore 
That dwelléd in his herté syk and soon, 
Gan faillen when the herté felté deethy, 
Duskéd his eyen two anit 
Bat on his lady yet caste he his eye: 
His lasté word was, * Mcecy, Emelyet! 
His spirit chaungéd bous, and wenté thet, 
As cam never, I kan nat tellen whet, 


they dwetle. 
Atcite is coold, ther Mars his soulé gy¢] 
Now wal I speken farth of Emielye. 
Shrighte Emelye, atid howleth Palatino, 


Swownynge, and baar hire fro the con 
away. 

What helpeth it to taciem Saath a gE 

Hip BH? Aerie; Petworth, for free Ale 

[sor ce Bhie . 
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And here-agayns no creiiture on lyve, 

Of no degree, availleth for to stryve. sey 
‘Thanno is it wysdom, asitthyaketh me, 

‘To maken vertu of necessiter, 

And take it weel that we may sot eschue, 

‘And namély that to us alle & due, 

And moss aoe ‘ought, he dooth 


Pedra tareceen at may ave 
And certeinly a man hath moost honour, 
‘To dyes in his excellence and flour, 
Whan be is siker of his goodé name ; 
eee ee 


An ge ge is rand ben ois 


Whan with honour wp-yolden is his breeth, | 
Than wha his name apalled is for aye, 
For al forgeten is his vassellage, 
‘Thanne is it best, as for a worthy fame, 
To dyen whan that he is best of mame. 
“The comtrarie of al this is wilfulnesse. 
Whygrecchenwe, why have we hevynesss, 
‘That goode Arcite, of chivalrié flour, 
is, with deetee and honour, 3060 
ae foulé prisoun of this lyf? 
igraochen here bis cosyn and his wy 
Of his welfare that fore bern 90 weel? 
Kan he bem thaak?—Nay, God woot, 
never a tleel— 
‘That bothe his soale and cek hem-self 
offende, 


And yet they mowe hir fustés nat amende. 
‘What may T conclude of this longi 


serye, 
But alter wo, [ rede us to be merye, 
And thankess Juppiter of al his grace? 
‘And ex that we departess from this place 
T redé that we make of sorwés two yo7r 


‘Ther wot we first amenden ard bigynne. 
“Suster,’ quod be, ‘this ks my falle 


assent, 
With all thavys heere of iy puriinent, 
“Phat gentil Palamon, thyn owene kayght, 
‘That seeveth ae with willé, herte, and 





ae yn HE gone 
a 


And eyes, Mth dott: eta Eee 
That ye ot ‘grace upon byt 
Ad ten in horse eB 
Lene me youre Ihondy thie is ore 


FS om ' 
He is a kyngés brother sone, bea 
And though he were a pouré 

Syn he hath servéd yow so many a yeer 
fad hal be oe 
ites bene ‘ 
For gentil mercy og! to gmasen sigh 
a ee to Palamon ful 


Bitwixen hem was msad anem the bond: 


‘That highté matrimedgne, oF saris 
By al the conseil and the 
ie 


And thus with allé blisse and 
Hath Palamon y-wedded Emelye, 
And God, that al this wydé world hath 
wroght, 
Sende hym his love that it hath deere 
abopht, yor 
For now is Palamon in allé wele, 
bidaancity Lisse, in richesse, and in 
ey 
And Emelye hym loveth so tendrely, 
‘And he hire scrveth also gesstilly, 
‘That never was ther no word hem bitwene 
of pone or any oother tence, 


th Palamoa and Emelyes 
od Ge ls i come 


Heere fotwen the worder bitwene the 
Hoost and the Mitlere 


Whan thut the Knyght had sas bib 


tale y-too! 
To al the routé me wus ther yong me 
‘old ue 


WA. or ayy Uh ie of 











5316-3386 


THE CANTERBURY TALES 


onour a 





Fu) seéeight and evene ly his jay side. | 
His rodo yeas reed, his eyen greye as 


ROO8 5 
With Powlés wyndow corven on his shoos, 
In hoses rere he wemé fetisly. 
Vieclad he was ful smal and proprély, 3320 
Al in a kirtel of a tyght waget, 
Ful faire and thikkeé been the poyntés set : 
And therupon he hadde a gay surplys, 
As whit as is the blasme upon the ry. 
A myric child he was, so God me save, 
Wel konde he Iaten blood and clippe 
and shave, 
And maken a chartre of Jond or acquit. 
aainice 
To twenty manere konde he trippe and 
daunce 
(After the seole of Oxenfordé tho), 
And with his leggés casten to and fro, 339 
And pleyen songés on a small rubible s 
‘Therto he song somtyme a loud quynyble, 
And as wel koode he pleye on his giterne, 
In a} the town nas brewhons ne taverne 
‘That he ne visited with his solas, 
‘Ther any gaylard tappester? was, 
Bat, sooth to seyn, he was somdel 
squaymous 
and of speché daungerons, 
lon, that jotif was and gay, 
Gooth with a sencer on the haliday, 3540 
ie the wyvés of the purisshe fast, 
‘And many'a lovely look on hem he caste, 
And namely on this carpenteris wy£. 
To loke on bire hym thoughte a myrie tyf, | 
She was 8 propre, and sweete, and | 
likerous, 
I dar wel seyn if she hadde been a mous, 
And hea cat, he wold hire hente anon, 
This parissh clerk, this joly Alsolon, 
Hath in his herté swich a love longynge, 
‘That of no wyf ne took he noon offrynge s 
For carteisie, he seyde, he wotdé noon. 
The moone, whan it was nyght, fel 
lirighté shoon, 290 
th, Henle endo. The relttenice ste the 


ep 
at Old far tata te toe tateonte ators 


of the tine. lees, 
fa phenome 
infil, wh Sa 





aN Stan voit 
sod 
ays aan 


And Absolon his is eyterve hath yotske, 
For paramours he theghté for to wake 
And forth he goothy, pie amorous, 
‘Tit he cam to the exrpenterés hous, 
A litel after cokes hadde y-crowe, 
‘And dressédl hym up by a narod 
‘That was upon the carpenteris 
He ph his voys gentil aad smal: 
«Nosy deeré isity, if thy wild he, ev 
LATE 700 thal 9 See Oe 
Ful wel acordaunt to bis gytemynge: 
This carpenter awook, and herdé synpe, 
And spak unto his wyf, and seyde anon, 
‘What, Alison, berestow nat Absclon, 
That anes thes under oure bourts 


And ed sires) hir bousbomde ther 
withal, 

* Vis, God woot, John, Theere it every del.! 

‘This passeth forth; what wol ye bet 

than weel? 

Fro day to day this joly Absolon 

‘So woweth hire that hyms ts wo bigon ¢ 

He wnketh al the nyght and al the day, 

He kembeth his lokkés teode, and 
made hym gay, 

Ho woweth hire by meenés an Wrocage, 

And swoor he woldé been hir owene: 

He syngeth, brokkynge esa ye 

He sente hire pyment, ection spiced 
ale, 

And wafres, pipyng hoot ont ofthe gleades 

And, for hin en of toane, be profrel 


moede 5 xe 
For som folk wol ben worsnen for riches, 
And somme for strokes, and sore foe 
tillesse, 
Somtyme to shewe his lightnesve aud 
maisirye 
He pleyeth Herddés, 08 a seaffold hye, 
But what availleth hym, asim this aa 
She loveth so this hendé Nichotas, 


Per fs TH sepa he woedite 


pa 


wile: aca n ie 
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To make of this no lenger sermonyng,— 
Men seyn thes,‘ Sende the wise and sey 
nothymg "5 
‘Thou art so wys it meedeth nat thee teche, 
Go save oure lyf, and that I the biseche.” 
‘This sely carpenter goth forth his wey; 
Fulofte be saith ‘Allas,’and "Weylawey,” 
And to his wyf he tolde his pryveetee, 
And she was war, and knew it bet than he, 
‘What al this queynté cast was for to seye; 
But nathélees she ferde as she wolde deye, 
‘Anil seyile, “Atlas ! go forth thy wey anon, 
Help us to scape or we been lost echon | 
Lam thy trewé, verray, wedded wyf, 
Go, deers bsp, and help to save oure 
lyf! fre 
Lo which » greet thyng is affeccioun | 
‘Mea may dyen of ymaginacioun, 
So dep? may impressionn be take, 
This sely carpenter bigynneth quake ; 
Lym: thynketh verraily that he may sce 
Nodes flood, come walwynge as the see, 
To drenchen Alisoun, his bony deere. 
He wepeth, weyleth, maketh sory cheere ; 
He siketh, with fal many a sory swogh 3 
Hegooth and getethhyma knedyng trogh, 
‘And after that a tubbe and a kymelyn, 
And pryvély he sente hem to his in, 
‘And heng hem in the roof in pryvétee. 
His owene bande he made Inddrés thre, 
‘To elymben by the rongés and the stalkes, 
Intd the tubbés, hangynge in the balkes ; 
And hem vitaitleth, bathé trogh and tubbe, 
With pel amd chese asd good ale in a 
Suliayaye rn yaogh as for a day i 
But er = he Nadde enaad al this array, 
He sente bis knave, and eck his wenche 
u Ba 


also, 
pom his nede to: London for to gos 
And ow the Monday, whan it drow to 
nyght, 
He shette his dore withouté candel lyght, 
And dressetl al this thyng as it shal be; 
‘And shoetly, up they clomben allé thre ; 
They sitten stitlé, wel n farloog way. 


"Now, Sater’ waster, clom,! 
Nichotay 5 


btm Mow sony adyen (slur aay), ICA wen 
way Ort 


seyde 


And *Clom," quod John, ind Clon! 
seyde Al 


This carpenter saya his devocioun, ye 

Aral stile he sit and biddeth his preven, 

‘Ay waltynes on toecrsyi if halle boas 

‘The dedé sleepe, for verray bisynesse, 

Fil oa this carpenter, right as T gesse 

Abouté corfew-tyme, or litel more; 

For travaille of his gost he groneth soare, 

And eft he rowteth, for bis heed 

Doun of the laddré statketh Nichol 

And Alisoun fal softe adous she 

Withouten words mo they goon to 

Ther as the carpenter is wont to lye, 3651 

Ther was the revel and the metodye. 

And thus lith Alison and Nicholas, 

In bisynesse of myrthe and of solas, 

Til that the belle of laudés gan to rynge 

And frerés in the ehawncel goané 

‘This parissh clerk, this pie 

solon, 

‘That is for lore alwey 30 wo-bigon, 

Upon the Monday was at Oséneye, 

With compaignye, bym to disporte aad 
pleye, We 

And axed upon cas a cloksterer 

Ful prively after John the curpenter. 

And he ae hym a-part out of the 
chirch 


And seyde, v moot, J samgh hym heer 
nat wirche 

‘Syn Saterday; I trow that he be went 

For tymber ther our abbot hath hyns sents 

For he is wont for tymber for to go, 

And dwellen at the grange a day or twoy 

Or eliés he is at his hous, certeyo 5 9ttp 

Where that ho be I kan peat " 
‘This Absolon fol joly was and i 

And thoghté, ‘Now is tyuné wale al) 

For sikirly I sasgh him nat 


Fal pryvély go knokke nt his 
‘That stant fal lowe upon his, 

‘To Alison now wot F tellen ab 
My love-longynge; for yet T shall nat 


taysse on 
‘That at the lesté wey U shal hire kiswe. 
Sb Ma Ne honk nd 


weak 





go 
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For fro that tyme that he hadde kiste 
ers, 
Of paramours he setté nat a kers ; 
For he was heelél of his maladie. 
Full ofté paramours be gan deffic, 
And weepe as doth a child that is y-bete. 
A softé paas he wente over the strete 3760 
Unili a smyth men clepéd daus Gerveys, 
That in ea ‘forge smythid plowgh 


He ey aries ‘haar and kultour bisity: 
This Absolon knokketh al esily, 


And seyde, ‘Undo, Gerveys, sind that 
anon," 
‘What, who arcow?? ft am 1, Ab- 
splon.” 
‘What, Absoloa! FarCristés sweet? troe, 
Why risé ye so the? ey demealicitee / 
What eyleth pare? Som gay gerl, God 
upon the 


Hath bought 
2 


Byscinie Now, ye woot welwhat I mene,’ 
This Absolon ne roghté nat a bene 

‘Of al his pley sno word agayn he ya; 

He haddé mooré tow on his distaf 

‘Than Gerveys knew, asd soydé, * Freend 

#0 deere, 

That hoot? kuttour in the chymence heere, 

As lene it me, I have therwith to doone, 

And Twol beynge it thee agayn fal scone,” 
Gerveys answerdé, ‘Certés, were it 


gold, 
Or in a poké nobles alle untold, 
‘Thou sholdest have, as 1 am trewé smyth; 
Ey, (Cristés foo, what wol yo do ther- 
with ?* 
‘Ther-of,’ quod Absolon, ‘beas be may, 
1 shall wel telle it thee to-morwé day,’ 
And caughte the kultour bythe colle stele. 
Ful softe cut at the dove he gan 16 stele, 
‘And wente unto the carpenters wal. 
He cogheth first, and knokketh theewithal 
Upoa the wyndowes right ox he dite 
Alivon answerdé, * Who Is ther, 
‘That ks Kknokketh so? T warthte itu theef,’ 
aT icitet sang Soutatal—M wer ier, 
Saph Nale St. Neot 
Them sheldest une, Wh Ve shat heme 


yow thus 





“Why nay, he, ‘God woot, 
iy nay, sea my 


Tam thya Stone my deerityng. 
Of golds quod her 1 bawe ther Bagi 


My mooder jut i te, 6 God me sae 
Fal fyn it is, and therto wel yojgrave ¢ 
‘This wol I yevé thee, if thou me kiss" 
This Nicholas was risen foe to piss, 
And thoughte he wolde amenden al the 


Japes Lied 
He sholdé kisse bis ers, er that he seapey 
Aud up the wyndowe dide be hastily, 


And out his ers he pettet! 
Over the Sere hae the fread Or 
a 


‘This Nicholas anon leet dow fart, 
‘As grect as it had been a thander dent, 
That with the strook he was allmoctt 

yeblent; 
And he was redy with his iren boot, 
And Nicholas amydde the ers he soa 
Of gooth the skyn, an handé brett 
aboute, eo 
‘The hooté keltour brende so his toutes 
And for the smert he wendé fae to dye. 
As ho were wood for wo he gan to cryt, 
‘Help, water, water, help, for Goddis 
herte 1? 

‘This carpenter out of his slomber sterte, 

And herde oon crien ‘ water,' as he wert 


wood, 
And thoughte, + Allas, now eosnth Nowelis 
flood 1" 


He sit hym up withowten wordés mo, 

And with his ax be smoot the conde atw 

And doun gooth al; be foond neither § 
elle, 

Ne breed nial; ti econ to tn el 

Upon the fioor and ther aswowne lie lay, 

Up stirte hire Alison and. Ni 

And criden, “Out and barrow ti abe 
streto, 

The nelghthorés, bothe staale and geet, 

In ronnen for to gauren om this nian, 

‘Thatyct aswownd lay, botbe pale amd wan, 

For vith the fal he beosten hadde his gina. 
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ioe srr 
, it is hal 1 
1a Greeny thet many Sarewe 


Te were al tyme thy al go bigynne” 
‘Now, sires,’ quod this Osewold ioe 


‘T nile that yenah.jowgreve, 
Thogh F anvwére and somdect sette his 


howve, 

For leveful ts, with fored force of showve; 
This dronké Mitlere hath y-toold ws heer 
How that bigyléd wns a carpenter, 
Perdventure in scorn for Tam oon 5 
And, lyryoure love, E'shal him quite anoon, 
Right in his cherlés tersnés wol I speke 5 
I pray to God his nekké moté breke, 

He kan wel in myn cyt secn a stalke, 
But in his owene he kan nat seen a ballce.” 


Heere Neynneth The Reves Taste 
At lhe tae nat fer fro Canté- 


cy 
Merge ost andover that a bripge, 
Upon the whiché brook ther stant a melle; 
And this is verray sooth that I yow tell. 
At milfere was ther dwellynge many a day, 
pecok he was proud and gay. 
Pipes hekouteend fake, and nettésbeete, 
aa tart opps, and wel wrastle and 


And by his belt he baar a long panade, 
fos ful trenchant was the 


es apt tet 
os som poner ha? mann of 


zines en Hine 586. 





| Apel peppered mela 


‘Ther was no man, for peril, hye | 
touche ; 


A Sheffeld thwitel bar he in his hose, 
Round was his face, and cams was bi 


nose 5 
As piléd as an apé was his skulle; 
He was a market-betere otté fulle 5 
Ther dorsté no wight hand spon hye 
Jegpe, 
‘That he ne swoor he sbolde anon abegge, 
A theef he was, for sothe, of com aml 
mele, 
And that a sly and usaunt forto stele. ge—: 
His name was hooté, deynons, Syméeynt, 
Awyf he hadde, y-comen of noble kyn,— 
The person of the tous hir fader was,— 
With hire he yaf fal many a pantie of tat 
For that Symkyn sholde in his blood ally 
She was y-fostred in a nounerye, 
For Symikya wold0ino 67 si Pema 
Bat she were wel y-norissed and m mayde, 
To saven his estaat of yomanrye, ee 
‘And she was proud and peert ax isa py 
A ful fair sighte wns it upon hem’ two 
On haly dayes ; biforn hire wolde he go 
With his typet:y. bounde about his heel 
‘And she cain aher a a gyta OE resi 
‘And Symkyn haddé hosen of the sune. 
‘Ther dorsté no wight clepen hire ‘bat 
*Daeme’ 
‘Was noon so bardy that.venta ty (WEE 
That with bire dott rage, or ands Be 
Wh pena ar wits ays ‘Symékyn, 
With panade, or with knyf, or 
= boidékyn; 


She was as digne as water in n dich, 
Sarharmectemcbegicteee ns 

Hir thoughté thata lady sholde 

What for hire kynredc and and Kir noweeitad 
That she hadde lernéd in the nonmeries 
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ocP B MAN OF LAW'S TALE 
ine _sawé they ther-inne swich | And oother folk ynogh, this is the ende ; 
difficultee, And notifidd is thurgh-out the toun 


wey of reson, for to speke al playn, 

cause that ther was swich diversitee 2:0 

vene hir bothé lawés, that they sayn, 

y trowé that ‘no cristene prince wolde | 
fayn 

Iden his child under oure lawé swecte, 

t us was taught by Mahoun, oure 
prophete.” 


nd he answeérdé, ‘ Rather than I lese 
ance, I wol be cristnéd, doutélees ; 

‘ot beea hires, Imaynoonoother chese. 
-y yow hoold youre argumentz in pees ; 
ah my lyf, and beth noght recchélees 
eten hire that hath my lyfin cure 5 230 
in this wo I may nat longe endure.” 


‘That nedeth gretter dilatacioun ? 
re, by tretys and embassadric, 

by the popés mediacioun, 

al the chirche, and al the chivalrie, 
tin destruccioun of maumettrie, 

in encrees of Cristés lawé decre, 

y been acorded, so as ye shal heere : 


+ that the sowdan and his baronage, 
alle his liges, sholde y-cristned be, 
he shal han Custance in mariage, 241 
certein gold, I noot what quantitee ; 
heer-to founden sufficient suretee. 
‘sameaccord was swornoneyther syde. 
:, faire Custance, almyghty God thee 

gyde! 


‘ow woldé som men waiten, as I gesse, 
tI sholde tellen al the purveiance 
t themperoure, of his greté noblesse, 
fh shapen for his doghter, dame 
Custance. 
may men knowen that so grect 
ordinance 250 
no man tellen in a litel clause, 
vas arrayéd for so heigh a cause. 


hopes been shapen with hire for to 
wende, 

ea, lad 
230. To geten, H Goth, geteth. 





knyghtés of renoun, 





23. mat lenge, H no lenger. 
254. Lerdes, Camb. Lordyngis. 


That every wight, with greet devocioun, 
Sholde preyen Crist, that he this mariage 
Receyve in gree and spedé this viage. 





The day is comen of hir départynge— 
I seye, the woful day fatal is come, 261 
That ther may be no lenger tariynge, 
But forthward they hem dressen alic and 

some. 

Custance, that was with sorwe al overcome, 
Ful pale arist, and dresseth hire to wende, 
For wel she seeth ther is noon oother ende. 


Allas ! what wonder is it thogh she wepte, 
That shal be sent to strangé nacioun, 

Fro freendés that so tendrely hire kepte, 
And to be bounde under subjeccioun 270 
Of oon she knoweth nat his condicioun ? 
Ifousbondes been allé goode, and han 


ben yoore ; 
That knowen wyves, I dar say yow na 
moore. 
“Fader,” she seyde, ‘thy wrecched 


child, Custance, 
Thy yongé doghter, fostred up so softe, 
And ye, my moder, mysoverayn plesance, 
Over allé thyng, out-taken Crist on lofte, 
Custance, youre child, hire recomandeth 
ohe 
Unto your grace ; for I shal to Surrye, 
Ne shal I never seen yow moore with eye. 





Alas! unto the Barbré nacioun a8 
I mooste anoon, syn that it is youre wille ; 
But Crist, that starf for our savacioun, 

So yeve me grace his heestés to fulfille ; 
I, wrecché womman, noforsthough Ispille ! 
Wommen are born to thraldom. and 

penance 
And to been under mannés governance.’ 








I trowe at Troye, when Pirrus brak 
the wal 
Or Ilion brende, at Thebes the citee, 


282. anoom, F. goon, 
283. savacionn, HS redempcioun 
289. liom, the citadel of Tru. 
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290-350 


nr atleast aera for pitee, 

As in the chanibeé was for hire partynges 

But forth she moot, wher so she wepe or 
synge. 


© firsté moeryng, cruce! firmament, 
With thy diuread sweigh that crowdest ay, 
‘And lvarlest al from Est til Occident, 
That naturelly wolde holde another way ; 
Thy crowdyng set thehevenein swicharmay: 
At the higynayng of this fiers viage, soo 
That cracel Mars hath slayn this mariage! 


Infortunat ascendent tortuous, 

Of which the lord is helplees, falle, atlas, 
Out of his angle into the derkeste hous. 
O Mars, O atair, as in this cas! 

O fieble Moone, snhappy been thy pas t 
Thou knyttest thee ther thou art mat 


receyved j 
Ther thou were weet, fro thennés artow 
weyvod. 


Tmprudent emperour of Rome, allas ! 309 
Was ther no philosophire in al thy toun? 
Is no tyme bet than oother in swich cas? 
Of viage is ther noon eleceioun, 

Namely to folk of heigh condicioun, 
Noght whan a rooteisofa burthe y-knowe? 
Alas! we been to lewéd or toslowe! 


To ship is brought this woful, faire 


maydlo, 
Solempréty, with every cirowmstance. 


taker. 
ants draught, Ke cowwes 








THE CANTERBURY TALES 


for the haren thungh Hanybal, | ‘Now Jhesu Crist be with yow alli! | 
Tae “nay hath venquysshad tyinés she saydde. 
= Ther uisentens (be ara 


cl 
‘She peyneth hire to make good contexanett 
And forth 1 lete hire saille in this manét, 
And tume T' wole agayn to my matére, 


The mooder of the sowdan, welle sl 


vices, 
Espied hath hir sonés entente, 
Tee be oat i his chee ecrisoe 
‘And right nnon ake for ir conmall a 
And they been come, to know’ what she 

tes 

‘And whan nsserubled wie thls fll 
She sette hire donn and seyde as ye 

h 


‘ee 2 Se 
everichon, 


How that way sobe bp So OE 
The hooly lawés of oore Alkaron, 

Yeven hy Goddés message Makomete}. 
But oon avow to greté God I heete, 
‘The lyf shal intherol out of iny body sterte, 
‘Than Makometés lawe out of myn hertel 


What sholde us tyden of this mewé lawe, 
But thraldom to oer bodies and 

And afterward in Papin 
For we rencyéd Mahoun oure creanee? 
But, lordés,'wol ye maken asoamiice git 


As I shal syn, assent to foowe, 
And Tshal Take tn vat foc Ceara = 


‘They sworen, and assenten every a ee 
To Tyre with bine, and el 


And cath, to the best tea te 
To strengthen hire shal alle his 


And she bath this ex} 
| eda ae ya eet 
And to hem alle she spake right in this 























ours MAN OF LAW'S TALE 218-289 
anne sawé they ther-inne swich | And oother folk ynogh, this is the ende ; 
difficultee, And notifiéd is thurgh-out the toun 


wey of reson, for to speke al playn, 

cause that ther was swich diversitee 220 

sene hir bothé lawés, that they sayn, 

y trowé that ‘no cristene prince wolde 
fayn 

iden his child under oure lawé sweete, 

tus was taught by Mahoun, ourc 
prophete.’ 


nd he answérdé, ‘ Rather than I lese 
ance, I wol be cristnéd, doutélees ; 

‘ot been hires, Imay noon oother che: 
-y yow hoold youre argumentz in pees + 
ah my lyf, and beth noght recchélees 
eten hire that hath my lyf in cure ; 230 
in this wo I may nat longe endure.” 





‘hat nedeth gretter dilatacioun ? 
ie, by tretys and embassadrie, 

by the popés mediacioun, 

al the chirche, and al the chivalrie, 
t in destruccioun of maumettric, 

in encrees of Cristés lawe deere, 

y been acorded, so as ye shal heere : 


that the sowdan and his baronage, 
alle his liges, sholde y-cristnéd be, 
he shal han Custance in mariage, 24: 
certein gold, I noot what quantitee ; 
heer-to founden sufficient suretee, 
sameaccord was swornoneyther syde. 
+, faire Custance, almyghty God thee 
gyde! 


‘ow woldé som men waiten, as I gesse, 
tI sholde tellen al the purveiance 
t themperoure, of his greté noblesse, 
h shapen for his doghter, dame 
Custance. 
may men knowen that so greet 
ordinance 250 
no man tellen in a litel clause, 
vas arrayéd for so heigh a cause. 





hopes been shapen with hire for to 
wende, 

4és, ladies, knyghtés of renoun, 
230. To geten, H Goth, geteth. 


231. nat longe, H no lenger. 
354. Lordes, Camb. Lordyngis. 


F 
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That every wigh 
Sholde preyen C1 


with greet devocioun, 
, that he this mariage 





| Receyve in gree and spedé this viage. 


The day is comen of hir départynge— 
I seye, the woful day fatal is come, 

That ther may be no lenger tariynge, 
But forthward they hem dressen alle and 

some. 

Custance, that was with sorwe al overcome, 
Ful pale arist, and dresseth hire to wende, 
For wel she secth ther is noon other ende. 


26 


Allas ! what wonder is it thogh she wepte, 
That shal be sent to strangé nacioun, 
Fro freendes that so tendrely hire kepte, 
And to be bounde under subjeccioun 270 
Of oon she knoweth nat his condicioun ? 
Housbondes been allé goode, and han 
ben yoore 5 
That knowen wyves, I dar say yow na 
moore. 


‘Fader,’ she seyde, ‘thy wrecched 

child, Custance, 

Thy yongé doghter, fostred up so softe, 

And ye, my mooder, my soverayn plesance, 

Over allé thyng, out-taken Crist on lofte, 

Custance, youre child, hire recomandeth 
ofte 

Unto your grace ; for I shal to Surrye, 

Ne shal I never seen yow moore with eye. 


Alas! unto the Barbré nacioun afr 
I mooste anoon, syn that it is youre wille 5 
But Crist, that starf for our savacioun, 
So yeve me grace his heestés to fulfille ; 
I, wrecché womman, noforsthough I spille ! 
Wommen are born to thraldom and 
penance 
And to been under mannés governance.’ 


I trowe at Troye, when Pirrus brak 
the wal 
Or Ilion brende, at Thebes the citee, 


282. anoon, E goon. 
283, savacioun, HS redemipcioun, 
285. ion, the citadel of Troy. 
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We shul first feyne us cristendom to 
take, 33 
ald water shal nat greve us but a lite), 
II shal swiche a feeste and revel make, 
tas I trowe I shal the sowdan quite; 
thogh his wyf be cristnéd never so 
white 
shal havenedetowassheawey the rede, 
gh she a font-ful water with hire lede!? 


sowdanesse, roote of iniquitee ! 
go thou, Semyrame the secounde, 
rpent, under femynynytee, 

to the serpent depe in helle y-bounde! 
ynéd womman, al that may confounde 
u and innocence thurgh thy malice 
red in thee, as nest of every vice ! 


athan, envious syn thilké day 
t thou wert chacéd from oure heritage, 
knowestow to wommen the oldé way! 
u madest Eva brynge us in servage, 
‘u wolt fordoon this cristen mariage. 
n instrument s0, weylawey the while! 
sestow of wommen whan thou wolt 
bigile. a 


his sowdanesse, whom I thus blame 
and warye, 

t privély hire conseil goon hire way. 

at sholde I in this talé lenger tarye? 

rydeth to the sowdan on a day, 

‘seyde hym that she wolde reneye 

hir lay, 

| cristendom of preestés handés fonge, 

entynge hire she hethen was so longe; 


-chynge hym to doon hire that honéur, 

t she moste han the cristen folk to 
feeste,— 

+ plesen hem, I wol do my labsur.’ 

sowdan seith, ‘I wol doon at youre 
heeste’; 

1 kenelynge, thanketh hire of that 
requeste ; 

zlad he was he nysté what to seye. 

kiste hir sone, and hoome she gooth 
hir weye. 

8. sowdanesse, Sultaness. The apostrophe 


nancer's. 


0. ender femynynytee, in woman's form. 
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PART 11 


Arryvéd been this cristen folk to londe 
In Surrye, with a greet solempné route ; 
‘And hastily this sowdan sente his sonde, 
First to his mooder, and all the regne 
aboute, 

‘And seyde his wyf was comen, oute ee 
doute, 

And preyde hire for to ryde ageyn the 
queene, 

The honour of his regné to susteene. 


Greet was the prees, and riché was tharray 
Of Surryens and Romayns met yfeere. 
‘The mooder of the sowdan, riche and gay, 
Recyveth hire with al-so glad a cheere 
‘As any mooder myghte hir doghter deere, 
And to the nexté citee ther bisyde, 
‘A softé pas solempnély they ryde. 399 
Noght trowe I the triumphe of Julius,— 
Of which that Lucan maketh swich a 
boost, — 
Was roialler ne mooré curius, 
Than was thassemblee of this blisful hoost ; 
Bit this scorpioun, this wikked goost, 
The sowdanesse, for all hire flaterynge, 
Caste under this ful mortally to stynge. 


Thesowdan comth hymself soone after this 

So roially that wonder is to telle, 

And welcometh hire withalléjoyeand blis; 

‘And thus in murthe and joye I lete hem 
dwelle ; 410 

The fruyt of this matiere is that I telle. 

Whan tymé cam, men thoughte it for the 
beste 

That revel stynteand mengoon tohirreste. 


The tymé cam this oldé sowdanesse 

Ordeynéd hath this feeste of which I tolde, 
And to the feesté cristen folk hem dresse 
In general, ye, bothé yonge and olde. 

Heere may men feesteand roialtee biholde, 
‘And deyntees mo than I kan yow devyse, 
But all to deere they boghte it, er theyryse. 


400, the triumphe of Julius. The stanza is 
ucer's addition. 
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<epté Jonas in the fisshés mawe, 
was spouted up at Nynyvee? 

nay men knowe it was no wight 
but He 

kepté peple Ebrayk from hir 
drenchynge, 489 

lryé feet thurgh-out the see passynge. 


vad the fouré spirites of tempest, 
sower han tanoyen lond and see, 
= north and south, and also west 
and est, 
th neither sce, ne land, ne tree’? 
y the comandour of that was He 
‘othe tempestay thiswomman kepte 
when she awok as whan she slepte. 


myghte this womman mete and 
drynké have, 

‘cer and moore? how lasteth hire 
vitaille ? 

sddethe Egypcien Marie inthe cave, 
desert? No wight but Crist, sanz 
fuille, sot 
jousand folk it wasas greet mervaille 
ovés fyve, and fisshés two, to feede. 
nte his foyson at hir greté needle. 


yveth forth into oure occian, 

i-out oure wildé see, til atté laste 
an hoold, that nempnen I ne kan, 
‘Northumberlond the wawe hire 
caste, 

\ the sond hir ship stikéd so faste 
hennés wolde it noght of al a tyde. 
‘lof Crist was that she sholde abyde. 


instable of the castel doun is fare 
mn this wrak, and al the ship he 
soghte, 

ond this wery womman, ful of care; 
nd also the tresor that she broghte. 
langagé mercy she bisoghte, 

f out of hire body for to twynne, 

» delivere of wo that she was inne. 


‘ce Rev. vii. 2, 
poe ES vob, throwing stress on As. 

yAcien Marie, St. Mary of Egypt, 

3 tatycron ‘years in the desert as 2 





6 


A maner Latyn corrupt was hir speche, 
But algates ther-by was she understonde, 
The constable, whan hym lyst no lenger 


seche, 

This woful womman broghte he to the 
onde 5 

She kneleth doun and thanketh Goddés 
sonde ; 


But what she was she woldé no man seye, 
For foul ne fair, thogh that she sholdé 


deye. 


She seyde she was so mazéd in the see 

That she forgat hir myndé, by hir trouthe. 
The constable hath of hire so greet pitee, 
Andekehis wyf, that they wepen forrouthe. 
She was so diligent, withouten slouthe, 

To serve and plese everich in that place, 
‘That alle hir loven that looken in hir face. 


This constable and dame Ilermengyld, 
his wyf, 533 

Were payens, and thatcontreeeverywhere ; 

But Hermengyld loved hire right as hir lyf, 

And Custance hath so longe sojournéd 
there, 

In orisons, with many a bitter teere, 

Til Jhesu hath converted, thurgh his grace, 

Dame Hermengyld, constablesse of that 
place. 


Inal that lond no cristen dorsté route, 540 
All cristen folk been fled fro that contree, 
‘Thurgh payens, thatconquercden alaboute 
‘The plagés of the North, by land and see. 
To Walys fledde the cristyanytee 

Of oldé Britons dwellynge in this ile ; 
Ther was hir refut for the meené while. 





But yet nere cristene Britons so exiled 

That ther nere somme, that in hir privétee 

Honéuréd Crist, and hethen folk bigiled 5 

And ny the castel swiche ther apetien 
three. 

‘That oon of hem was blynd and myghte 
nat sce, 

But it were with thilke eyen of his mynde, 

With whiche men seén whan that they 
ben blynde. 


536. sejourned, H herberwed. 


THE CANTERBURY TALES 


Bright bersytny loons ios 


someres day, 

For which the constable and his wyfalso, 

‘And Custance, ban y-take the right? way 
Toward the see, a furlong wey or tyro, 

To and to romen to and fro; ssf 

inbirwalk this blyndé man they mette, 

Crokéd and oold, with eyen faste y-shete. 


“In name of Crist,’ cridé this olde Britoun, 

*Dame Hermengyid, yif me my sighte 
agayot! 

This lady weex afirayéd of the soun, 


Lest that hir hoesbonde, shortly for tozayr, 
Woe hire for Jhesn’ Cristés love han 


Til Custance made hire boold, and bed 
hire wirehe 
‘The wyl of Crist, as doghter of his chirche. 


‘The constable weex abasshéd of that sight, 
And seydé, ‘What amountethall thisfare !' 
Custance answerde, ‘Sire, it is Cristés 
‘That helj 
And so. she gan oure lay declare, 


‘That she the constable, er that it were eve, 
Converteth, and on Crist maketh ym 
bileve. 


‘This constable was no-thyng ford of this 


place 

Of which I speké, ther he Custance fond, 
Bat kepte it strongly, many wyntrés space, 
‘Under Alls, kyng of al Northhumbrelond, 
‘That was ful wysand worthy of his hond, 
Agayn the Seottés, a8 men may wel here; 
But turne T wole agayn to my matoere, 


Sathan, that ever us walteth to bigile, 
Saugh of Custance al hire perfeccioun, 
And caste anon how he myghte quite hir 
while, 

And wade a yong knyght, that dwelte 
im that toun, 

Love hire so hoote, of foul affeecioun, 


‘That verraily hym thoughtche sholdéspille 
But he of Plenty i have his wille, 


ae oy tobea spe 


a7 
ih folk ont of the feendéssnare’: 





He wot, bt rl opi 
She weldé da no eynnd, by a 


In THeeengyldc 


Wery, for-waked in hire 
Si 

This ‘aye 

All softly ist is to the er ied 


And kitte a throte of reas 
And leyde i 
== an 


And sweate his weyy ther God jee taal 
meschance ! 


Soonc after cometh this constable hoo 


An a i hat of that lond, 
q yeslayn, 
For which fal ote’ he pa mall ga 
his hood, 
And in the bed the blody kenyf he foad 
By dame Custance ; allas ! what myghite 
she seye? 
For verray wo, hir wit was al aweye, 
To kyng Alla was toold al this meschance 
And eck the tyme, am! where, = 
what wise | 
That ina ship was founden this: 
theta bt of ee gage 
peated pa 
Fulle in disese, Petpaeetie 
For as the lambtowand bisdoeth i bre 
So stant this innocent bifore the Rymg. 
Tals fled kegs tha Bh Fl 
Berth hire on ond that she hath deed 


But mihden, Te oe oe 


Pring Pres ccs era 


after 
“igs E dame. 
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Among the peple, and seyn they kan nat 
gesse 
That she had doon so greet a wikkednesse: 


For they han seyn hire ever so vertuous, 
And lovynge Hermengyld right as hir lyf. 
Of this baar witnesse everich in that hous, 
Save he that Hermengyld slow with his 


This gentil kyng hath caught a greet motyf 

OF this witnesse, and thoghte he wolde 
enquere 

Depper in this, a trouthé for to lere. 630 


Alllas ! Custance, thou bast no cham- 


pioun, 
Ne fighté kanstow noght, so weylaway ! 
Bat he that starf for our redempcioun, 
And boond Sathan,—and yet lith ther 

he lay,— 
So be thy strongé champion this day ; 
For, bat if Crist open myricle kithe, 
Withouten gilt thou shalt be slayn as 

swithe. 


‘She sette hire doun on knees and thus she 


sm 
‘Immortal God, that savedest Susanne 
Fro falsé blame, and thou, merciful mayde, 
Mary I meene, doghter to Seint Anne, 641 
Bifore whos child angelés synge Osanne, 
IfT be giltlees of this felonye 

My socour be, for ellis shal I dye !? 


Have ye nat seyn som tyme a palé face 
4 pres, of hym that hath be lad 
Toward his deeth, wher-as hym gat no 


grace? 
And swich a colour in his face hath had, 
Men myghtéknowehisface that was bistad, 
Amongés alle the faces in that route ; 650 
Sostant Custance, and looketh hireaboute. 


O queenés, lyvynge in prosperite 
and ye ladyes everichon: 
Haveth som routhe on hire adversitee. 
‘An emperourés doghter stant allone ; 
She hath no wight to whom to make hir 
mone ! 


696. open, H? upon thee, on thee. 








™ 


blood roial, that stondest in this drede, 
Fer been thy freendés at thy greté nede ! 


This Alla, kyng, hath swich compas- 

sioun, 

As gentil herte is fulfild of pitee, 660 

That from his eyen ran the water doun. 

“Now hastily do fecche a book,’ quod he, 

‘And if this knyght wol sweren how 
that she 

This womman slow, yet wol we us avyse 

Whom that we wole that shal been our 
justise.’ 





A Briton book written with Evaungiles 
Was fet, and on this book he swoor anoon 
She gilty was, and in the meené whiles 
‘An hand hym smoot upon the nekké boon, 
‘That doun he fil atonés as a stoon; 670 
And bothe his eyen broste out of his face 
In sighte of every body in that place ! 


A voys was herd in general audience 

And seyde, ‘Thou hast desclaundred, 
giltélees, 

The doghter of hooly chirche in heigh 
presence ; 7 

Thus hastou doun, and yet holde I my 

Of this mervaille agast was al the prees 5 

As mazéd folk they stoden everichone, 

For drede of wreché, save Custance allone. 


Greet_was the drede, and eek the 
répentance, 680 

Of hem that hadden wronge suspecioun 
Upon this sely, innucent Custance ; 
And for this miracle, in conclusioun, 
And by Custances mediacioun, 
‘The kyng, and many another in that place, 
Converted was,—-thankéd he Cristésgrace ! 





This falsé knyght was slayn for his 
untrouthe 
By juggément of Alla, hastifly : 
And yet Custance hadde of his deeth 
greet routhe ; 
And after this Jhesus, of his mercy, 
Made Alla wedden, ful solempnély, 


670. atones, H anon right. 
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MAN OF LAW'S TALE 


762-833 





come be thy lust and thy 
ssaunce : 
putte al in thyn ordinaunce. 


is child, al be it foul or feir, 
ty wyf unto mynhoom-comynge $ 
1 hym list may sendé me an heir 
redble than this to my likynge.’ 
> he seleth, pryvely wepynge, 

the messager was také soone, 

he gooth ; ther is na moore to 
one. 170 


ager, fulfild of dronkenesse ! 
chy breeth, thy lymes faltren ay, 
biwreyest allé secreenessi 
¢ is lorn, thou janglest as a jays 
s turnéd in a newe array ! 
kenesse regneth in any route, 

» conseil hyd, withouten doute. 





igild ! Tne have noon Englissh 
gne 

malice and thy tirannye, 

ore to the feend I thee resigne, 
anditen of thy traitorie! 781 
sh, fy, —Onay, by God, Lye, 
lych spirit, for I dar wel tele, 
ou heere walke, thy spirit is in 
Ne. 





ssager comth frothekyngagayn, 
kyngés moodrés court helight 
vas of this messager ful fayn, 
Thym, inal thatevershemyght 
and wel his girdel underpighte ; 
a, and he snoreth in his gyse_ 730 | 
8, til the sonne gan aryse. 








\ 

| 
ais lettrés stolen everychon, | 
trefeted lettrés in this wyse: | 
¢comandeth his constable anon 
of hangyng, and on heigh jur 
¢ sholdé suffren, in no wyse, 
in-with his reawiné for tabyde 
s and o quarter of a tyde 5 








| 
The next two stanzas are Chaucer's 
m the De Contemptu Mun ti ii. 19. 

‘dayes ant 9 quarter of a tyde, 
tre jours’ (Trivet); as soon as’ the 











o Fise on the fourth day. 





But in the samé ship as he hire fond, 
Hire, and hir yongé sone, and al hir geere 
He sholdé putte, and croude hire fro the 


lond, for 

‘And chargen hire she never eft coome 
theere !” 

O my Custance, wel may thy goost have 
feere, 

And slepynge in thy dreem been in pen- 
ance, 


Whan Donégild cast al this ordinance. 


Thismessager onmorwé, whanhe wook, 
Unto the castel halt the nexté way, 
And to the constable he the lettré took ; 
And whan that he this pitous lettré say, 
Ful ofte he seyde, ‘ Allas! and weylaway !’ 
“Lord Crist,’ quod he, ‘how may this 
world endure? ar 
So ful of synne is many a crediture ! 


«O myghty God, if that it be thy wille, 
Sith thou art rightful juge, how may it be 
That thou wolt suffren innocentz to spille, 
And wikked folk regne in prosperitee ? 
O goode Custance | Allas, so wo is me, 
That I moot be thy tormentour, or deye 


| On shamés deeth; ther is noon oother 


weye.? 


Wepen bothe yonge and olde in al 

that place, 820 

Whan that the kyng this cursed lettré 
sente, 

And Custance, with a decdly palé face, 

‘The ferthé day toward the ship she went 

But nathélees she taketh in good entente 

The wyl of Crist, and knelynge on the 
stronde, 

Sheseydé, ‘Lord, ay welcome bethy sonde 








Hc that me kepté fro the falsé blame, 
While I was on the lond amonges yow, 


! Me kan me kepe from harm, and eek fro 


shame, 

In salté see, al-thogh I se noght how. 830 

As strong as ever he was he is yet now. 

In hym triste I, and in his mooder deere, — 

That is to me my seyl, and eck my 
steere.’ 
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GROUP B 


MAN OF LAW’S TALE 





902-964 





Fyve yeer and moore, as likéd Cristes 
sonde, 
Erthat hir ship approched unto the londe. 


Under an hethen castel atté laste— 
Of which the name in my text noght I 


fynde,— 

Castance, and eek hir child, the see up 
caste. 

Almyghty God, that saveth al mankynde, 

Have on Custance and on hir child som 
mynde, 

That fallen is in hethen hand eft-soon, 

In point to spille, as I shal telle yow soone. 


Doun fro the castel comth ther many 

a wight, oo 

To gauren on this ship, and on Custance; 

Bat, shortly, from the castel on a nyght, 

The lordés styward,—God yeve him mes- 
chance |— 

A theef, that hadde reneyéd oure creance, 

Came into the ship allone, and seyde he 
sholde 


Hir lemman be, wher-so she wolde or 
nolde. 


‘Wo was this wrecched womman tho 





bigon . 
Hir child cride, and she cride pitously ; 
Bat blisful Marie help hire right anon, 
For with hir struglyng wel and myghtily, 
The theef fil over bord al sodeynly, 
And in the see he dreynté for vengeance; 
‘And thus hath Crist unwemméd kept 
Custance ! 


O foulé lust of lusurie, lo, thyn ende | 
Nat only that thou feyntest mannés mynde, 
But verraily thou wolt his body shende. 
Thende of thy werk, or of thylustes blynde, 
Is compleynyng. How many oon may 
men fynde 

That noght for werk somtyme, but fut 
thentente 

To doon this synne, been outher slayn or 
shente ! 


three stanzas 
Porter anna pat that aie’ De Coneompte 
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How may this wayké womman han this 
strengthe 
Hire to defende agayn this renegat ? 
 Golias, unmeasurable of lengthe, 
How myghté David maké thee so maat ? 
So yong and of armure so desolaat, 
How-dorste he looke upon thy dredful face? 
‘Wel maymenseen it nas but Goddés grace. 


Who yaf Judith corige or hardynesse 
To sleen hym Olofernes in his tente, 940 
And to deliveren out of wrecchednesse 
The peple of God? I seye, for this 

entente, 
That right as God spirit of vigour sente 
To hem, and savéd hem out of meschance, 
So sente he myght and vigour to Custance. 


Forth gooth hir ship thurgh-out the 
narwé mouth 

Of Jubaltare and Septé, dryvynge alway, 

Som-tymé West and som-tyme North 
and South, 

And som-tyme Est, ful many a wery day, 

Til Cristés mooder—blessed be she ay !—~ 

Hath shapen, thurgh hir endélees good- 
nesse, 9st 

To make an ende of al hir hevynesse. 


Now lat us stynte of Custance but a 

throwe, 

‘And speke we of the Komayn empcrour, 

That out of Surrye hath by lettres knowe 

The slaughtre of cristen folk, and dis- 
hondur 

Doon to his doghter by a fals traytour,— 

I mene the curséd wikked sowdanesse, 

That at the feeste leet sleen both moore 
and lesse ; 


For which this emperour hath sent anon 

His senatour with roial ordinance, 96 

And othere lordés, God woot many oon, 

On Surryens to taken heigh vengeance. 

They brennen, sleen, and brynge hem to 
meschance 


7. Jubaltare, Gibraltar. 
1s ‘Septe, on the opposite coast. Trivet had 
os ihe“ hethen eastel’ (04) in Spain, 
961. senatour, His name was Arsemius. 
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Fader? quod. she; *yoare: yong chil 
‘Custance, 


Tsnow ful clene: outof youre rémembrance. 


Tam youre doghter Custancé,? quod she, 
‘That whilom ye han sent unto Surrye, 
Team f, fader, that in the salté see 1109 
Was pat allone, and dampnéd for to dye. 
Now, goodé fader, mercy, I yow crye ! 
Sende me namoore unto noon hethénesse, 
But thonketh my lord heere of his kyndé- 
esse,” 


Who kan the pitous joyé tellen al 

Bitwixe hem thre, syn they been thus 
y-mette? 

But of my talé make an ende T shal,— 

‘The day goth faste, I wol no lenger lette. 

This gladé folk to dyner they hem sette. 

In joyeand blisseatmeteT letehem dwelle, 

A thousand foold wel moore than T heen 
telle, 1120 

‘This child Maurice was sithen emperour 

Mand by the pope and lyvéd eristenly. 

To Cristés chirché he dide greet honour ; 

But T lete all his storie passen by ¢ 

Of Custance is my talé specially. 

In the oldé Romane Geestés may men 
fynde 

Maurieés lyf, I here it noght in mynde. 


‘This kyng Alla, whan he his tymé say, 
With hisCustance, his hooly wyfso sweete, 
To aes been they come the righté 

tay 
Wher as they lyre In joye ard ta quite 
But fitel while it lasteth, E yow hecte, 
Joye of this world for tyme wol nat abyde, 
Fro day to nygbt it changeth as the tye. 


Who lyved ever in swich delit o day 
‘That hym ne moeved outer conscience, 
Or fre, of talent, ox som kynties alfeay, 


tras, Maal by the pope, Trivet says by bi 
Gather egos Fae ol 1 pape Pelagie & de 


“ Frrem De Comccathtw Mind’, & we, 
t37 doer, Nenawere 





Envye, of pride, or passion, of offence? 
Leritbeelyriraire ince 


‘That litel while in, cer 
‘Alla with Castance { 


Lasteth the bilisee 

Por Deeth, that taketh of heigh and Jogi 
his rente, 

Whan passed was a year, ovene as I geste, 

Out of this world this kyng Alle he hente, 

For whom Castasce hath fll greet ‘howye 


Hesse, 
Now lat us prayen God his soulé blesse 
And dame Custancé, finally to seye, 

Toward the toun of Romé goth hir wey: 


‘To Rome is come this hooly creature, 
And fyndeth hire freendés ther ‘bathe 
hoole and sounde. up 
Now is she scapdd al bire adventure, 
And whan that she hir fader hath ysfomnde, 
Doun on hir kness falleth she to gromndey 
Wepynge for tendrenesse in herte blithe, 
She beryeth God an hundred thousind 
sithe. 


Tn vertu and in holy alimes-dede 
They lyvenalle, and nevereasomder wenda, 
Til decth departed hem this lyf they hed, 
And fareth now weet, my tale is at an endé 
Now Jhesu Crist, that of his myght miay 

vende he 
Joye after wo, vero ka his res 
‘And kepe us allé thar been ia this pluee, 
Aner, 


(Words of the Host, the Parson, and the 
Shipowam) 


Qure Hostoupos his stiropesstodensom, 
herkencth, 


Atel seydé, "Good men, 

everichon t 
‘This was a thrifty tulé for the mones 
Sir Parish Prest,’ quod he, ‘for Goddée 


oe tier 
yo the 


S aarlog tht reference 
"Sian ot tows Tale 














1539-1617 


Daun John answéndé, ‘Cortés I am 
fayn, 1s9 

‘That ye in heele ar comen hom agayn, 
And if that I were riche, as have T blisse, 
Of twenty thousand sheeld shold ye nat 


mysse, 
For ye 80 kyndély this oother day 
Tenté me gold; and as T kan and may 
Tthanké yow, by God and by Seint Jame! 
But nathélees I took unto oure dame, 
Youre wyf, at hom, the samé gold ageyn 
Upon youre bench ; she wootit wel certeyn, 
By certeyn tokencs that I kan yow tele, 
Now by youre leve 1 may no lenger 
dwelle : a 
Oure — wole out of this foun anon, 
And in his compaignyé moot I goon, 
Grete wel oure dame, myn owene necé 
swecte, 
And fare wel, deert cosyn, til we mecte!’ 
‘This marchant, which that wns ful war 


and wys, 
Creanoéd hath and payd eck in 


‘To certeyn Lumbartes, redy in hir bond, 


The somme of gold, and hadde of hem | 
his bond ; 


And hoom he gooth, murie as a papejay, 

For wel he knew he stood in swich array 

‘That nedés moste he wynne in that viage 

A thousand frankes aboven al his costage, 

His wyf fel redy mette hym atté gate, 

As she was wont of oold usage 

And ail that nyght in myrthé they bisette; 

For he was riche and cleerly out of dette. 

Whan it was day this marchant gan 
emnbrace 

His wyfal newe, and kiste hire on his face, 

And up he gooth and maketh it fal tough. 

‘*Namoore,’ quod she, ‘by God, ye 

fave pe so 

‘And wantownely agayn with hym she 
pleyde 3 

Til atté lasté thus this marchant seyde : 

“By God,’ quod he, ‘1 am a litel wrooth 

eeeriny wie althongh it be me 

5 

And woot ye why? By God, as that I 

geste 


Ht ain, 
13ih. Lamender, Lombard meney-dealers, 


THE CANTERBURY TALES 


| To doon therwith myn hosour 





Beers per cosyn dawn Jolin, 

me = 
Ye abalte bani warned tenes espa 
That he yow hadde an hundred frankés 


payed, 
By redy tokene,—and held hym yvele 


baat = 
For that f to hym spak of chevyssaunce,— 
Me seméd so, as by his contenaunce— 
But nathélees, by God, oure bevene yng, 
T thoughté nat to axen bym no thyng. 
1 prey thee, wyf, as do namooré 80 3 
Telle me alwey, cr that I fro thee go, 
Tfany dettour hath in ch topecngeed 
‘Y-payéd thee, lest thurgh thy 

T aopghte tyra exe A thing Ut be hath 

syed.” 


Tipaeee of his tokenes never a deel f 
He took me certeyn gold, that woot I weel. 
What, yvel thedam on his monkés snowtef 
For, God it woot, I wende withouten doute 
Elpida Si 2 
my 
For coeynage, wad ook for bealiictainay 
‘or 
‘That be hath had ful oft tymés heer. 
Bat sith Ise I stonde in this disjoynty sles 
I wol answére yow shortly to the poyety 
Ye ban mo slakkere dettours than aun fy 


Ye san ol boty have to wedde ¢ 
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Snstenéd hy a lord of that eoatree, 
For foule usure and bucre of vileynye 
Hatefal to Crist and to his compaiggnye s 
‘And thargh the strcte men enyghté ride 


1B 


‘or wende, 
For it was free, and open ut eyther ende. 


A litel scole of cristes folk ther stood 
Doun at the ferther ende, is which ther 


were 
Children an heepe, y-comen of Cristen 
btood, 


‘That ternéd in that seolé yeer by yore 
Swich mancre dostrine as men ustd 
there, — 10g 
pes i is to seyn, to syngen, and to rede, 
children doon in hire childhede, 


Among thise children was a wydwés sone, 
A litel clergeoun, seven yeer of age, 
That day by day to scolé was his wone; 
And eek also, where as he saugh thymago 
Of Ceistés mooder, he hadde in usage, 
‘As hym was taught, to knele adoun and 


seye 
His Ave Marie, as he goth by the weye, 


‘Thus hath this wydwe hir lite sone 
y-taught 3699 
Oure vinta lady, Cristés mooder deere, 
To worshipe ay, and he forgate it naught, 
For sely child wol alday sooné leere,— 
But ay whan 1 remembre on this mateere, 
Seint Nicholas stant ever in my presence, 
For he so yong to Crist dide reverence. 


‘This litel child his litel book lermynge, 
As be sat in the scole at his prymer, 
He Alma redemptoris herdé synge, 
brite ne bya Jew for sicpiog os Septet 


tar of the Vernon Mis fed har teow prioked 
Text Sorieties, 


Chaucer atid Eanly Engl 
oan 
‘evieynge, “ 


farts.” 


at bie mother's breast. 
Morte (onatery Ew ty 
‘in this way, are still 


As children lernéd hire antiphoner ¢ 
| And, mh dnt, he duh ym we 


and ner, ™ 
And herkned ay the wordés and the noote, 
Til he the firsté vers Koude al by rote, 


Noght wiste he what this Latyn wus fo 


sys, 
Be co cy ewe ee 
Bat on a day his felawe gan he 
Texpounilen hiyms this song in 

Or telle him why this song was paps: see) 
This preyde he hym to comstroe amd 


declare 
Ful often time upon his knowgs bare. 
His felawe, which that elder was then 
he, od 
Answerde hym thus: "This song I have 
herd 


Was makéd of oure biisfih lady’ free, 

Hire to salwe, and eck hire for to preye 

To been oure help and socour whan we 
deye ; 

I kan na moore expounde in this mateers, 

T lerné song, T kan but smal grammeere.” 


“And is this song makéd in reverence 
Of Cristés mooder?’ seyde this ienocest. 
+ Now certés, I wol do my diligence 

Tokonne ital, er Cristémasse ik wont, eye 
‘Though that Cer my prymer shal be shen, 
And shal be beten thriés in an houre, 

I wot it koone oure lady for to hondure ¥* 


His felawe tanghte hym homward 


prively 
Fro day to day, tl he konde it by rote, 
‘And thanne he song it wel and boldély 
Froword taword,scordyage sith the Bo 
‘Twits a day it ‘Uhurgh his throte, 
To scoléward ge ic whan be 
wente ; ™” 
On Cristés mooder set was his entente, 





As 1 have seyd, thurgh-ont the Jewerke 
‘This fitel child, as he cam to and fro, 
Ful murily than wolde he synge and erie 
O Alma redemplorit exerine, 

‘The swetnesse hath his berté pereéd so 
8% 
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GROUR H 





With torment, and with shameful deeth | 
echo, 


This provost dooth the Jewts for tosterve, 
‘That of this mordré wiste, and that anon; 
He noldé no swich cursednesse observe 
*Yvele shal have that yvele wol deserve’; 
Therfore with wildé bors he dide hem 


drawe, 
And after that he heng hem by the lawe. 


Upon his beere ay lith this innocent 
Biforn the chief auter, whil massé laste, 
‘And after that the abbot with his covent 
Han sped hem for to burien hy ful faste 
‘And when they hooly water on hym caste, 
Yet spak this child, whan spreynd was 
hooly water, 1850 
And song, O dima redemptoris eater! 


‘This abbot, which that was an hooly 


man, 

‘As moakés been, or ellis oghté be, 

‘This yongé child to conjure he bigan, 

And seyde, “0 deeré child, I halsé thee, 

In vertu of the hooly Trinitee, 

Tel me what is thy causé for to synge, 

Sith that thy throte is kut, to my 
semynge ?° 


* My throte is kut unto my nekké boon,” 
Seydé this child, ‘and as by wey of kynde 
T sholde have dyed, ye, bongé tyme agon ; 
But Jhesu Crist, as ye in bookés fynde, 

Wit that his glorie laste and be in mynde, 
And, for the worship of his mooder deere, 
‘Yet may I synge 0 d/ore loude and cleere. 


«This welle of mercy, Cristés mooder 
sweete, 
loved alwey, 8 afier my konnynge, 
And whan that I my lyf sholdé forlete, 
‘To me she cam, and bad me for to synge 
This untheme vermily in my deyynge, 
parent herd, ard whan that I hadde 
nist 
ne dfomehle abe layla’. preya upon sap 
tonge ; 


Wherfore I synge, and syngé moot certeyn: 
In honour of that blisfal mayden free, 





Til fro my tonge of-taken is the greym 

And after that thas seydé she to me, 

“ My litel child, now wol I fecché thee 

Whan that the greyn is fro thy tonge 
yetake 3 

‘Be nat agast, 1 wol thee nat forsake,"" 

‘This hooly moak, this abbot, kym 

meene I, 1360 

His tonge out caughte and took awey the 


And, bagaicg the goost fal softély. 
uy . 
And whan hs abbot hadde this wonder 


seyn, 

His salté tceris trikled down as reyn, 
And gruf be fil, al plat upon the grounde, 
And stille be lay as be bad ben y-bounde, 


The covent eck lay om the parément, 
Wepynge and herying Cristés. mooder 


deere, 
Palen that they ryse and forth been 
Aad coke rid this martir from. his 
ate 
‘And acai eat stonés cleere, 


Enclosen they his litel body sweete + 
‘Ther he is now, God tere us for to meete 1 


Amen, 
Bihootd the muurye wordes of the Hoest te 
Chawcer 


Whan seyd was al this mimele, every 


man 
‘As ache wee Shs woods, Wee 

il that oure Hoosté j Dagan, 
And thanne at erst pear ter 


ey re 
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‘Ther spryngen berbés grete and sale, 
The lycorys and cetéwale ays 
‘And many a clowe-gylofre, 
And notéenuge to putte in ale, 
Wheither it be moyste or stale, 
Or for to leye ini cafe. 


The beidiés synge, it is no nay, 
The ke und the papjay, 
rat Joye Voss wo hare 
The thrusteleok made eck hir lay, 
The wodédowve upon the spray 
She sang ful loude and cleere. 


Sire 
AL Line 


to 


fl in lore-longynge, 
herde the thrustel synge, 
iked as he were wood ; 
ui ‘al ‘steede in his prikynge 
So swaité that men myghte him wrynge, 
His sydés were al blood. 


Sire Thopas eck so 

For pelle, ae the 

So fiers was his corge,— 

‘That down he leyde him in that plas 
las, 


‘oft gas — 


i970 


*O seinté Maric, Aemadictte} 
‘What eyleth this love at me 
To byndé me $0 sore? 
‘Me dremédl al this nyght, pantee, 
An Elf-queene shal my lemman be 
And slepe under my goore, 


“An Elféqueene wol I lore, yowis, 
For in this world no womman is 
Woathy to be my make 


ayo 


And to an Elfqueene I me take 
By dale and eek by downe.” 


Tato his sadel he clamb anon, 
And priketh over stile and stoon 

An Elf-qoeene for tespye 5 
‘Ti he so fonge hadde riden and goon 1990 
‘That he food in a pryvé woos 

‘The contree of Fuirye, 

19> thrmatel, Th brhditen, 
9 


So wilde; 
For in that contree was ther noon 
That to him dorsté Ama tee: 
Neither wyf oe 


‘Til that ther cam a greet geaunt, 


Heee isthe qoceoe of Faye 


With harpe, ey per 


Death t int 


‘The child seyde, * Al-so moote T thee! 
Tomorwe wol I neete with thee, 
yet ies Ace 
And yet T » for ma 
‘at bon sett tls cgay 
Abyen it ful sowre s 
Thy mawe 
Shal I percen, et may 
Er it be fully pryme of day, 
For eare thew shalt a taee 


Sire Thopas drow abak ful faste ¢ 

‘This geant at hym stonés caste 
Out of a fel staf-stynge 5 

But faire escapeth sire Thopas ; 

And al it ae Goddés gras, 
Avd thurgh his Sir berynge. 


Yet listeth, wii! to my tale 
‘Murier than the night J 
For now L wol yow rowne 
How sit Thopas, with seaslo, 
Prikying over hill and 
Ts comen agayn to towne 


His murie men comanded he 
‘To make hym bothé game and gles, comm 
For nedés moste he 


That te Mon, ere, from HL only: A 
soon fie, HE torte, 
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man. And what is betire than a good 
Womman? No thyng.” And, sire, by 
manye of othre resouns may ye seen that 
manye wommen been goode, and hir 
conseils goode and profitable, (23) and 
therfore, sire, if ye wol triste to my 
conseil, T shal restoore yow youre doghter 
hool and sound, and eck I wol do to yow 
so muche that ye shul haye bonour in 
this cause.” 

‘Whan Melibee hadde herd the wordes 
Po cal theeaticeee aie peepee aE 
soe wel that the word of Salomon is 
sooth, He seith that wordes that been 
spoken discreetly, by ordinaunce, been 
honycombes, for they yeven swetnesse to 
the soute and hoolsomnesse to the body ; 
and, wyf, by-cause of thy sweete wordes, 
and eck for I have assayed and preved thy 
grete saplence and thy grete trouthe, Twol 
oreme me by ty const i alle th ig." 

[2x5] ‘Now, site,’ quod dame Prod- 
ence, ‘and syn ye vouchesauf to been 
governed by my conseil, I wol enforme 
yow how ye shul governe youreself in 
chesynge of youre conseillours. Ye shut 
first in alle youre Lacan mekely biseken 
to the heighe God that he wol be youre 
conseillour, and shapeth yow to swich 
entenie that he yeve yow conseil and 
confort, as taughte Thobie his sone: “* At 
alle tymes thou shalt blesse God and 
praye hym to dresse thy weyes, and looke 
that alle thy conseils been in hym pe 
everemoore.” Sint Jame eek seith, 
any of yow have nede of sapience, axe rd 
of God.” [2yx0) And afterward, thanne 
shal ye taken conseil of youre self and 
examyne well youre thoghtes of swich 
thyng as yow thynketh that is best for 
youre profit, and thanne shol ye dryre 
fro youre berte thre thynges that been 
contnuriouse to good conseil,—that is to 
seyn, ire, coveitise, and hastifnesse, 

‘First, be that axeth consell of bym- 
self, certes he moste been withouten it 
for manye causes. The firste is this: be 
that hath greet ire and wratthe in hym 
self, he weneth alwey that he may do 
thyag that he may nat do, [ayis] And 
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secoundely, be that is irows and wrooth, 
he ne may nat wel deme, and he thar 
may nat wel deme, may nat wel conseifle. 
‘The thridde is this, that he that is irous 
and wrooth, as seith Senec, ne may nat 
speke but blameful a and with his 
viciouse wordes he stireth oother folk to 


that falleth im youre herte, but ye moste 
avyse yow on it fal afte, (+35) for as ye 
herde biforn, the commune proverbe is 
this, that ‘he that soone deemeth, scone 
repenteth." Sire, ye ne be nat alwey in 
lyke disposicioun, for certes som thyng 
wt somtyme semeth to yow that it is 
good for to do, another tyme. it semeth 
to yow the contrarie, 

“Whan ye han taken consell of youre 
self and han deemed by good 
swich thyng as you semeth best, thanne 
rede I yow that ye kepe it secre. [ay] 


watance yow ibe 
Thesus Syrak scith, # Neld 








richesses 
diverse parties, and w' 
wight hath bis part, they ne 


E 
= 
: 
j 
& 
i 
iRGE 


zt i 
gE 
ahs ch: 


ght bet the that bath 
the jercceof W enel whan 


graunted hym to take thilke vengeance 


nese, and to thy conseillours. 

certes, thou mayst wel seyn that nay; 
for sikerly, ns for to speke proprely, we 
may dono thyng, but oonly swich thyng as 
we may doe rightfully, (0575) and certes, 
rightfully me mowe ye take no vengeance, 
as of youre propre auctoritec. 

“Thanme mowe ye scen that youre 
power ne consenteth nat, ne acoordeth 
bat, with youre wilfulnesse, 

‘Lat us now examyne the thridde 
point, that Tullius clepeth ** consequent.”* 

Sho. dispemlod, Hi departed, Pet dalt. 





shal finally bityde of het in this eas, 
ne kan I nat deme bat by conjectynge 
and by For we shul suppose 
that they shul come to a wikked 


answere, as for 
‘thapostlc scith that the sciences and the 
ay the howl of drereess Deeret, Gratienh, 


eg ty te 
106 
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seken, [2710] ne I nam nat of the nombre 
of right parfite men, for myn herte may 
never been in pees unto tyme it be 
venged; and al-be it so that it was 


corage ; and therfore, me thynketh, men 
oghten nat repreve me, though J putte me 


cans of the world a man sholde nat doon 
trage, ne excesse, for to vengen 


comandeth, ye synnen; and therfore scith 
Senec, that a man shal never vengen 


or withowten tariyng or delay, for to 
deffencen hym and nat for to vengen byz. 
[eres] And it biboveth that a man patte 
swich attemperance in his defense that 
men have no cause ne matiere to repreven 
hym that deffendeth hym of excesse and 
outrage, for ellis were it agayn resoun. 
Pardee yo knowen wel that ye maken 
no deffense as now for to deffende yow, 
but for to venge yow; and so sheweth it 
that ye han no wyl to do youre dede 
attemprely, and ety me thynketh 
that pacience is good, for Salomon seith 
that he that is nat pacient shal have 
(greet harm," 
aL gong ap ort 

Senee, the perwdo-Senecs, De MoriSus, 

ae pheweth, Hse, Casnbsd artoet 
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[or] ‘Cortes,' quod Melibee, «I 
kee yow tht whan a ea Ie 


for the Jawe swith that he is cou; 
entremetteth or smvediieth wit 

thyng as aperteneth nat unto hyza. 
Salomon seith, that he that entremetteth 
hym of the noyse or strif of another man 
is lyk to hym that taketh an bound by 
the cris; for right a5 he that taketh a 
straunge hound by the eris is outherwhile 
‘biten with the hound, right in the sane 
wise is it resoun that be have harm that 


ses accented 
that it myghte me 
Tifaiaka sengeerens tec eset 


havynge grete 
| the thynges of this world 
{749} and Salomon seith, that 
ct 


ile Ifanetherlsdeghteryeits 
nae 

in bene haan eae 
sand men which she wol take to hee 


ms. octets i orl 


Opige ate qeenlier otra 


10 
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the grete cootd, aml in somer by enche- 
soun of the heete, For thise causes seith 
Caton, “ Waketh and enclyneth nat yow 
over muchel for to slepe, for over muchel 
reste norisseth and causeth manye vices.” 
fepts] And therfore seith Seint Jerome, 
“Dooth somme goode decdes, that the 
devel, which is oure enemy, ne fynde yow 


“Thanne thus in getynge richesses ye 
Tabslerl esgdehacseey sod aRcrwend ye 


shul use the richesses whiche ye have geten. 
by youre wit and by youre travaille, in 
swich a manere that men holde nat pow 
to Scars, Re to Sparynge, ne to fool large, 
—that is to seyn, over large @ spendere ; 
[e790] for right xs men blamen an avaricious: 
man by causeof his: 


ly. 
seith Cato, viUse;"he seth, thy richeses 
that thow hast geten in swich a manere 
that men have no maticre ne cusse to 


departen hym from ‘his goles; and 
knoweth wel, or oghte knowe, that whan 
be is deed be shal no thyng bere with 
hym out of this world?” And therfore 
‘selth Seint Angustyn, that the avaricious 
man is likned’ unto belle, that the moore 
it ewelweth the moore desir it hath to 
swelwe and devoare. And os wel as ye 
wolde eschewe to be called an avaricious 
man or chynche, [stro] nx wel sholde yo 
Kepe you and governe yow in swich a. 
wise that men calle yor nat fool-large, 
Therfore scith Tullius, “The gocdes,” he 
seith, “tof thyn hous ne sholde nat been, 
hyd, ne kept ¢o cloos bug that they myghte 
been openatl by pitoe and debonaitetec,"— 
that is to seyn, to yeven part to bem that 
han greet nede,—"*ne thy goodes shullen 
nat been so opene to been every mannes 
qoodes.”” 

“Afterward, in getynge of youre 
richesses and’ it esynge hem, ye. shul 
alwey have thre thynges in youre berte, 
[etas] that Is to seyn, omre Lord God, 
conscience, and good name. First, ye 
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sole yew tat ys 
yow ith youre 
ajveroncics anil thal ye have pecs with 
nem for Scint Jame seith, in his 
Kpistles, that by concord and pees the 
simile richesses wexes grete, amd by 
Webant and discord the grete richesses 
fallen oun s nnd’ ye knowen wel that 
oon of the gretteste and moost sovereyn 
thymg that is in this world is wnytec and 
And therfore ware Lort 


Prem Cito in An in this wise, 
‘vtpa] * Wel happy and blessed been they 
that loven axd purchacen pees, for they 
heen called children of God." * 

At’ quod Metibee, ‘mow se I web 
that ye lowen nat myn howour me my 
worhipe. Ye knowen wel that myne 
wversiries ban bigonnen this detaat and 
liryge by hire owtrage, and ye se wel 
that they ne requeres ne preyes ine nat 
of pees, ne they asken mat to be reoon- 
siled. “Wot ye thane that I go and 


e bigan dame Prudence to 
maken semblant of wratthe, and seyde, 
“Cenes, sire, suf youre grace, I love 
youre honour and’ youre profit 'as T do 
myn owene, and ever have doon; ne 
Ye, ne noon oother, never the con- 
traire! [sate] And yit if I hadde seyd 
that ye sholde han parehaced the pees 

and fidget epee aay tes rat 
muckel mystaken me, ne seyd amys 3 for 
the wise man seith, ‘the dissensioun 


goodnesse, pecs | 
mmuchel as in eee 
that ye shul rather purse to youre ad- 
vyersaties for pees than they shuln to yow : 
[o8t5) for I knowe wel that ye been so 


the, abreweinene, H shame and echrewed: 
es : 


‘Vet seye I nat 


hhardsherted that ye wol do no thyng for 

me}; and Salomon seith, “He that hath 

over hard an herte atte laste he shal ays 
‘andl imystyde."” 

x we Melibee hadde herd dame 
Lae maken semsblant of wratthe, he 
seyde in this wise: * Dame, I prey yow 
that ye be nat displesed of 1 mae that 
Tapas for ye kaos wel tht am angry 

nd wrooth, asd that is no wonder, 
[x80] and they that been wrothe witen 
mat wel what they don, ne what they seyny 
therfore the prophete seith that (roublod 
eyen han no cleer sighte. But seyeth 
and conseileth me as yow lketh, for I 
am redy to do right as ye wol desire, 
and if ye repreve me of my folye I am 
the moore holden to lowe yow and Lap i 
yow; for Salomon seith that be 
repreveth bym that dooth folye: [ts] be 
stal fyode gretter grace than be thit 
deceyveth hym by sweete wordes.” 

‘Thanne seide dame Prudence, ‘I 
make no semblant of wratthe ne anger 
bat for youre grete profit; for Salomon 
seith, “ THe is moore worth that repreveth 
or chideth a foot for his folye, shewynge 
hym semblant of wratthe, than he that 
sapporteth et and ym in his 
mysdoynge, amd laugheth at his ls lye® 
And this same Salomon 
that by the sorwefal visage o ee 
is to sey, by the sory and bevy conten> 
aunce of a man, lore the foo! Ceerecbet 


shortly youre wy! and youre 
1am al redy to fuléile and parfourne it.’ 
Thanne dame Prudetce discovered al 
» * T conseifle 
yow,! 


that ye make pees bitwene God and yow, 


synnes, and if ye dons sey yow, God 
‘2900 fir wey, H Adve comnnnil ant Aire wile, 
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for ther nys pathyng in this world that be 
desireth, save oonly worshipe and honour. 
Forthennoore T knowe wel and mn right 


werkem im this cause that, by 
oure Lord God, yo shul been reconsided 


‘Thanne seyden they with o voys, 


oure ol 
it Tiketh umto youre goodne 

miowe fulfille the wille of yow and of my 
ord Melibes,* 

Whas dame Prodence hadie berd the 
answeres of thise men, she had hem goon 
agayn prively, (270) and she retourned 
to hir lord Melibee, and tolde hym how 
sho foond his adversaries fal repentant, 
Kpowelechynge fal lowely hir syanes and 


Thanne seyde Melibee, ‘He is wel 
worthy to have purdoun and foryifnesse 
of his synne that excuseth nat his synne, 
but kowlecheth it and repenteth hyws, 
wxinge indulgence. [196s] For Senec 
scith, "Ther is the remissioun ani for- 
yifnesse, where as canfessiown is"; for con- 


have but it is that we do it 
ta wfiatten tbe eee and yt fours 
froeniles." 

‘Thanne was Prudence right giad and 
Joyefal, and seyie, [ayo] *Certes, sire,’ 
quod she, ‘ye han wel and goodly 


298. Semee; the yocuhoSeneca, Ly Meritur, 


om 
Amd Ar naith. « 
peta 


prior text fron 
Feremanian i ps omit id 








3040-3089 


THE CANTERBURY TALES 


@ROUr 





ST tar spesonaee aitereont 
that mysuseth the ex; ard 
Big gies thatte sore ean 
Sette cas, ye myghte enjoyne hem that 
Peyae by right and ty lawe, which 1 
trowe ye mowe nat do; I a de 
mighte nat paiten it to exccaciown per. 


assented Fall 
amd theme 


to werken after bir conse! 


aventuro, and thanne were it Tikly to and 


retourne to the werre as it was biforn ; 
es] ‘end therfore if ye wole that men 
do yow obeisance, ye moste deemen 
moore curtesly, this is to seyn, yo moste 
yeven moore sy sentences and j 
mentz, For it is writen that he ti 
moost curteisly comandeth, to hym 
men moost obeyen. And therfore T 
prey yow that in this necessitee and in 
this nede ye caste yow to overcome youre 
herte, ‘or Sence seith that he Tihs 
overcometh his herte overcometh twies ; 
fess) and Tullius seith, “Ther is no 
thyng 49 comendable in a greet tond as 
whan he is debcnaire and mecke, and 
appeseth lightly." And I prey yow that 
ye wole forbere now to do vengeance in 
awich a manere, that youre goods mame 
may be kept and , and that 
ET din appre mateere to 
preyse yow of pites and of merey, [y>ss] 
and that ye have no cause to repente yow 
of thyng that ye doon; for Sence scith, 
“| He overcometh in an l maanere that 
Beteno nie ieatinen 
rey Yow, lat mercy in youre 
per fa youre herte, to theffect and 
eee that, God Almyghty have merey 
Jn yow aie _ sae for Seint 
fame seith in He, * Jupgement 
‘withouten mercy shut be doon to 
ices angele fies ges tee" 
[ye60) Whanne Melibec herd 
the skiles and resouns of dame 
Pre amd hire wise informaciouns 
and techynges, his herte gan enclyne to 
the wil of his wyf, considerynge hir trewe 
entente, and conformed ponent 
nae a 
Fuss. Sree oi hi, Spry Bet 3 
pss. mercy, M mercy aid fir 





that be wole foryeven us oare giltes, and 
beyngen us to his blisve that never hath 
cade.” Amen, 


The murye wordes of the Hovst to the 
Monk 


Whan ended was my tale of Melibee, 
And of Prudence and hire beaignytee, 
Oure Hoste meme *As Lam feithfal mun, 


preces corps Madrian, 
I Pinder Jevere than a barel ale wy 


nys po thyng of swich pacience 
‘As was isa Melibons wyf Predence, 
ByGoddés bowés! whant bete myknaves, 
She bnyageth me forth the grete clobted 


And cel" “+ Slee the doggés everichoon, 


reed ard cowmsrit. 
u porate Matharin, 
excep’ In France, 
iracles. 
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And eck in mectre in many a sondry wyse ; 
Lo, this declaryng ogble ynogh mufise, 
Now berkneth, if yow liketh far to here: 
But first, T yow bisecke in this mateerc, 
‘Thowgh I by ordre tellé mat thise thynges 


Be tof popes, emperour,o 
agés as men writes 


Sele ba som bifore arn! sony 
iby 


As it now comth unto my remembrauncé, 
Have me excaséd of inyn ignonuance,’ 3180 


MONK’S TALE 


Here biggnncth The Monkes Tale, de 
Casibus Firorwm Hiwsteivns 

I wol biwaille, in mancre of tragédie, 

The harm of hem that stoode in beigh 


degree, 
And filles so that ther nas no rendie 
‘To beynge hems out of hir adversitee ; 
For certein, whan that Fortune list to flee, 
‘Ther may no man the cours of hire with 


holde, 
Lat no man traste on Llynd _prosperitee ; 
Be war by thise cnsamples trewe and olde. 


AtLucirer,—though heanangel were, 
And nat a mas,—at hyn wol nee, 
For though Forvané may noon angel dere, 


From heigh legroe yet fel he for his synne 
Doua into hetlé, where he yet is inne. 


O Locifer | brightest of angels alle, 
Now artow Sathanas, that mayst mat 


twynne 
Out of miseric in which thet thou art falle, 
Lo Anam, in the feeld of Damyssene, 
‘With Goddés owné fynger wroght was he, 


And nat bigeton of mannés sperive winclene, 
And welte all paradys saryeyse 0 tree, 3200 


es ami the Hide se eek tok beth wwe 
a 
ce ia Chase's aidition | Boccaccio 


Dymavens 
+ Age, gal poston Dasnereanc? 
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Hadde never warlily man so heigh degree 

As Adam, til he for mysgorernaunce 

Was dryven out of hys hye itee 

To labonr, and to helle, and to mes 
chance. 


Lo Sastrson, which that was annunclat 
By angel, longe er his nativitee, 
Agd was to God Almyghty consecrat, 
And stood in poblesse whit he myghte see, 
Was never swich another ax was hee, 
To speke of hese and therwith 
hardy Po 
But to tin wets tools be he scree; 
‘Thurgh whiche “he slow hymself for 
wreechednesse, 


Sampson, this noble almyghty champioun, 
Withoaten wepene save his hanes tweye, 
He slow and al to-renté the leoun, 

Toward his weddyng walkynge by. the 


eye. 
His false wyf koude hym 20. plese and 
7 she i come knew; and she, un- 


Unto bis foos hs consel 
And hym forsook, and 


‘Thre Inandred foxes took Sampson for ire, 
And alle hir taylés he togyiiré bond, 
And sette the foxes taylis alle on fire, 
For he on every tay) had knyt a brond ¢ 
And they brende alle the commés in that 


Jond, 
And alle hire olyveres, are vynés eke. 
‘A thousand men he slow eck with his 


sie hewe, 


bond, 
And hadde no wepene but an asses choke, 
Wa hey were ale uc yn 


Walemion te vecbaen oles 
Thiat God wolde on his speyne han. som 


And stem drynke, or cllés moste 
deye 
An hs ch that was dreye, 


ante we Mtn en han en takes his 
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What for his strengthe ane for his heigh 
bonntes, 

‘And every roawmé wette he for to see. 

‘He was $0 stroomg that so man myghte 


ym lette: 

At bothe the worldés endés, seith Tro- 
Thee, 

In stide of benndés he a piloer sette, 


Alemman hadile this noble chanspiosn, 
That highté Dianira, fresh as May; 9300 
And as thise eletkés taken mentioun, 
She hath hiym sent a shesté, fressh and gay. 
‘Allas, thissherte—allas, and weylaway !— 
Envenymed was 99 sabtilly withalle, 
That et that he had wered it half a day, 
Temade his flessh al from his bonés fable 


Bot nathélees somme clerks hire exeusen 
By com that highté Newus, that st maked. 
Bo as be may, I wol hire boght aecasen 5 
Bat on is ak this sberte be we 


TW: that ts feat was for tho em 
blaked ; 

Anil whan bye saugh noce oether remedye, 
In hooté eoles he hath hymwelven raked : 
For with no venym deignéd hym to dye. 


‘Thus starf this worthy, myghty Hercules. 
Let who may treste on Fortune any 


throwe ? 
For hym that folweth al this world of 


prees, 
Ber he he war, i ft yey fl lowe, 

Ful wys is he that kan bymselvers knowe ! 
Beth war, for whan that Fortene pis to 


lose 
Thanne ‘wayteth she hr an t"orer. 
throwe 
By ewich a wey as he wolde leest sappece. 
shty Lrone, the. peecions tresor, 
ceptre, and roial magestee 
Tha hadde the kyng NABUGODONOSOR, 


h Trend, and Hang wer thn ry 


tes Chaldeorune Tee 
3 Chaldeore 
338 Wrssns, mgt whem Mercales 





With tonge tintethé tay discryvéd bee, 
He twyés wan Jerusalem the eitec ; 
The vessel of the temple be with hym 


[At Babiloigné was his sovereyn see, 3399 
In which his glorie and his delit he hadde, 


‘The faireste children of the blood roial 
Of Israel he leet do gelde ancon, 
And owkéd ech of hem to been his thral, 
‘Amongés othere Daniel was oon, 
‘That was the wiseste child of everychon, 
For be the dremés of the kyng expowned, 
Where-as in Chaldeye clerk ne was ther 


noon, 
‘That wisté to what fyn his dremés sowned. 
‘This prondé kyng lect maken a statue of 


gold, 9 
Sixty cubités long and sevene in brede, 
To which ymagé bothé yonge and oold 
Comanded he to loute, and have in drede, 
Or in a fourneys, ful of flambés rede, 
He shal be brent, that woldé poght obeye ; 
Bat never wolde assent? to that dete 
Daniel, ne his yongé felawes tweye. 


This kyng of kyngés prod was and cleat ¢ 
He wende that God that sit fn 
Ne myghte hym nat bireve of his extant ; 
But sodeynly he loste his dignytee 3960 
re lyk a beest hym seméd for to bee; 
And cet hey as an oxe, and kay theromte 
In reyn 5 with wildé beostés walked hee 
"TH certein tynsd was y-come aboute ; 


And Bik an eghis fetheres wex his heres 5 
His naylés 18k x beiddés clawés. were 5 
TH Goa sles ym a certeyn yes 

‘And yaf hym wit, and thante with many 


a teere 
He thankéd God, and ever his lyf in feere: 
Was he to doon amys, of moore trespmce 5 
And, tit that tyme he leyd was on his 


beere, a7 
He knew that Gott was fal of smyght and 
Brace, 


Fe Sade Skeat for war (B) end 
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Of kyngés blood of Perce is she descended 

I seyé nat that she hadde moost fairnesse, 

But of hire shape she myghte nat been 
amended. 


From hirechildivede I fyndéthat she fledde 
‘Office of wommen, and to wode she went, 
And many a wildé hertés blooel she shedde 
‘With arweés brodé that she to hem sente ; 
‘She was so swift that she anoa hem hente, 
And whan that she was elder she wolde 

kille 3490 
‘Leouns, ind berés al to-rente, 
And in hirarmés weelde hem at hir wille, 


‘She dorsté wildé beestes dennés scke, 

‘And rennen in themontaignesal thenyght, 

And slepen under the bassh; and she 
koude eke 

Wrastlen, by verray forceand verraymypht, 

With any rene ‘man, were he never so 


wight. 
‘Ther myghté no thyng in hir armés stonde, 
She kepte hir maydenhod from every 


wight 5 ™ 
To no man deigndd bite for to be bonde 3 


But atté laste hir freendés han hire maried 
To Onédake, a prynce of that contre ; 
Al were it so that she hem longé taried. 
And ye shul undesstondé bow that be 
swiché fantasies as haddé she ; 
Butnathélees, ‘ele farther rnacin| 
‘They lyved in joye and in feticitee, 
Forechof hem hadde oother lief and deere, 
Save o thyng, that she wolde never assente 
=f ano wey that he sholdé by hire lye a¢70 
for it was bir plleyn entente 
To have a chiki the world to multiplye ; 


‘And also soone as that she myghte espye 
‘That she was nat with childé with that 


dede, 

‘Thunne wolde she saffre hym dooa his 
fartasye 

Eft soome, and nat but conés, out of dredes 


And if she were with childe at thilké cast, 
oni Cinonr here uiiaumderstands his 


Nn mooré sholde be pleyen thik game, 


Til ally fourty dayés weren pas 
Thanne wolde she onés suflre hym do 


Hegat na moare of hire, for thus she seyde, 
It was to wyvés lecherie and shame, 
Inoothercaas, if that men withhem pleyde. 


Two sonts by this Onédake huidde she, 

Thewhiche she kepte in vertu and lettrure; 

But now unto our talé tumné we, 

I seye so worshipful a creature, 

And wys ther-with, and langé with mesure, 

So penyble in the werre, and curteis eke, 

Ne mooré labour myghte in werre endure, 

Was noon, though al this world men 
sholdé seke. 


Hir riche array ne myghté nat be told, 

As wel in vessel as in hire clothyng. 

She was al clad in and in gold, 

And eek she lafié noght, for noon bntyng, 

To have of sondry fal knowyng, 

Whan that abe leyser 3 and for to 
en 

‘To Jecnd Goolcia'was al bie eying, 9p 

How she in vertu myghte bir lyf dispenile. 


And, shortly of this storie for to trete, 
So doghty was hir housbonde and eek she, 
‘That they conquéréd manye regnés grete 
In the Orient, with many « frire eltce 
Apertenaunt unto the magestee 
Of Romé, and with strong hond held 

hens faste, 
Nenever myghte hir foomendoon hem flee, 
Ay, whil that Onédakés dayés baste, 


Hr batailles, whose list hem for to rede, — 

Agayn Sapor the kyng and othere mo, 3.0 

‘And how that al this proces fil in dede, 

Why she conquered, and what title had 
thento, 


Ani after of bir meschief and hire wo, 
How that she was biseged and y-take,— 


gabe tally Wh doctor, 

30 tt asl mcelor iy at eh werd 
te weehe. 
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Of Melan, greté BARNARO VisCOUNTE, 
God of delit, and scourye of Lumbardye, 


prisoun 
But why, ne how, moot I that thou were 
skawe, 


Of the el Huceiyn ov Pyak the 


‘Hadde on byes mad a fals suggestion 
the peplt gan upon hye sise 
to prisoum, in swich wise 
As ye han herd, and mete and drynke he 
hadde 3600 

‘So wumal, that wel unnothe ft may suffise, 
And therwithal it was fal poure and bade, 


And on e day bail that in that hour 
‘Wha that his meté wont was tobe broght, 
‘The gayler shette the dorés of the tour. 
He horde ft wel, bot he ne spak right 

it 


Awd ja ae tee toe eee gh 
That they for hanger wokdé doon hym 


yen. 
“Ata qd ey ally at En 
: 36 
‘Terwidh the tecris Silen for bls ever 
His yougt some, that thre yeer was of age, 


yer 
Unto hym seyde, ‘Fader, why do ye wepe? 
Whanse wol the gayler ovre 


potage 5, 
Is ther no morsel breed that ye do kepe 2 
Tain so bungey that 1 may nat slepe ; 
Now woldé God that I myghte slepen 


everet 
Thanne sholde nat hunger én my wombs 
ao efit, bat Wded; Gl nd ire 
levers.” 


cre} 
Ther is 


‘Thoms day by day this child bigan to erye, 
‘Til its his fasirés bare adoum it lay, 9630 
And seydé * Furewel, fader, T meat dye!” 
And ie ihe same 

ba 
And whan the woful fader deed it sy, 
For wo his armés two be gun to byte, 
And seyde, * Alias, 1 wey 


Away t 
Thi} flak Weel ey Wo ul aay Toph? 
His children wende that ft for was 


wpon ws twos 
Oure fessh thou yal us, take oure flesh 
us fro, 64" 
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Shethooghté thas: ‘By God, Lams tonyce, 
To sette a man that is falfild of vice 

In heigh degree, and emperour bym calle. 
By God ! out of bis scte E wol bym trice 
‘Wohan he leest wencth sonest shal he fallet* 


‘The peplé roos wpon hym om a nyght 
For his dofaute, and whan he it espied, 
‘Out of his dores anon he hath bym dight 
Allone, and, ther he wende han benallied, 
He ees faste, and ay the esac be 


The sae shetté they the dorés alle 3 
hadde hymssetf 


mysgyed, 
And wente his wey, no lenger dorste he 
calle, 


Tho wiste he weel be 


Ié cride and rombled up and down, 
hb hiserys herdehe bow they seyttc, 

* Where is this fals? tiraunt, this Neroun?! 

For fere almoost out of his wit he breyde, 

And fa his pods pitousty ho preyde 

For socour, but it tyghté sat 

For drede of this, hym thoughté that he 


deyde, we 
And ran into’ garden hym to hyde; 


And in this gardyn fond be cherlés tweye 
‘That seten by a fyr, greet and reed ; 
‘And to thise cherlés two he gan to preye 
To sleen hym, and to girden of his heed, 
‘That to his body, whan that he were deed, 
eee disp ten for his defame. 
he koude no bettre reed, 
which Fortiné lough, and hadde a 
game. me 


‘Was never capitayn under a sane 
‘That regnés mo ys in subjeccioun, 
No strenger was lo feck! of allé thyng, 
As in his tyme, ne gretter of renoun, 
Nemoore pompous in heigh presumpeioun, 
Than Ovornxne, which that Fortune ay 


histo 
Hikerousty, and ladde hyes wpand down, 
TMI that bis heed wos of, that he wiste. 


371s amd: Heo: the eta. 
ane of tise 
Spa ‘Olefirne Melee 





Natconly that this world hadibebym fnawe 
For lesynge of richesse of libertee, 375° 
But he made every man pies! his lawe. 
*Nabegodonosor was Fossa, 
‘Noon oother god[oe}sholde bec.’ 
Agayns his beesté no wight dort trespace 
Save in Bethelia, a strong citee 

Where Eliachim 3 preest was of that place. 


Bat taak kepe of the deeth of Otoferne x 
‘Amydie his hoost be dronké lay a nyght, 
Withinne his tenté, large as is a beme, 
‘And yet, fora! his pompe and al his myght, 
Jodith, a womman, as he lay upright 3761 
Slepynge, his heed of smoot, and from 
his tente 
Ful pryvély she stal from every wight, 
Apel with his heed unto hir toun she wente. 


‘What nedeth it of kyng Anratocnus 
To tetle his byé rolal magestec, 
His hyé pride, his werkés venymus? 
For swich another was ther noon as he. 
Redé which that he was in Machabee, 
An recle the proud wordés that he seydey 
And why be fil fro heigh pirasperitee, 
And in an hill how wrecehedly he deyde. 


Fortune bym hadde enhaunoéd so in pride 
‘That vermily he weade he myghte attayne 
Unto the sterrés wpon every sydez 

And in balancé ech montayne ; 
And alle the floodés of the sce restrayne ¢ 
And Goddés: Peplé ‘hadde he roost in hate; 
Hem wolde he sleen in torment and in 


payne, 
Wenynge that God pe tayghte his pride 
akate, 80 
And for that Nichanore and Thymothee, 
Of Jewés weren venquyssbed myghtily, 
Unio the Jewés swich an hate badde he 
‘Thar be tad greithen reer fal hastily, 
And swoor, and seyé fal despitoust 
Unto Jerusalem be wolle eftsooee, y 
To wreke his ire on it ful eruelly 5 
But of his purpos he was let fal soome. 
24m Aye i, Wh of Aine, 
aes oma ‘Nebuchadwesear. 
Aemowrede 


Rett, Wi Redeth. 
Pap Tiverton Bas i Cheap 9 
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Telle us swich thyng as may oure hertés 
glade: “ ma 
Be Mithé, thongh thou ryde upon & j 
What th Eon tore ta’ bows Kent 
Tene? 
Tf he wol sexve thee, rekké nat a bene; 
‘Looke that thyn herte be marie evermo." 
"Vis, sir,” 7 he, ‘yis; Hoost, so 


moot I go, 
But ¥ be myrie, y-wis I wol be biasned,’ 
‘And right anoa his tale be hath attamed, 
And thus he seyde unto us everichon, 
This sweeté preest, this goodly man, sir 

john. ore 


NUN’S PRIEST'S TALE 


Heere Negnmeth The Nonnes Preestes 
Tate of the Cok and Hert,—Chaun- 
tecleer and Pertelote 


A poure wydwe, somide! stape in age, 
Was whilom dwellyng in x narwe cotage 
Beside a grevé, stondynge in a dale. 
This wydwe, Of which T tellé yow my 

tal 


le, 
Syn thilké day that she was bast a wyf, 
In Tadde w fal syrople lyf, 
For Bil waa Br cael acd fe roe 
housbondric of swich as God hire sente 
foond hirself, and cek hire daghtron 
two. ad 
‘Thre largé sowés hadde she, amd namo 5 
‘Three eh eek a sheep that highté 
Ie. 
Ful sooty wus hir bomr, and eek hire halle, 
Tn which she cet fal many a sklendremeoet ; 
Of mace hir neded never a deel, 
No jee morsel passéd thungh bir 


‘The gomié lotte hire nothyng for to 


ue cod 
Napoplexié shenté nat hir heed ; 

The Newnes Preastes Tal.» trbte of 

de France, Dew Coe ie oc a 

4 Tite the err of this ane, 





No wyn ne dmnk she, neither whit ne 
reed 5 


Hir bord was servéd moost with whit 
and blak,— 

Milk and broun breed,—in which she 
foond no lak 5 

Seynd bacounand somtymenn ey ur tweye, 

For sho was, as it were, a maner di 

A yeord she hadde, encloséd al aboute 

With stikkés, and a dryé dyeh withoute, 

In which she badde a cok, beet Chaun~ 
técleer. +o” 

In al the land of crowyng nas his peer. 

His voys was murier than the murie orgon 

‘On messé dayes that in the chirché gon 3 

Wel sikerer was his crowyng in his logge 

Than is a clokke, or an abbey orlogge, 

By naturé knew he eche ascencioun 

Of the equynoxial in thilké toon 5 

For whan degreés fiftene weren ascended, 

‘Thane crew he that it myghte nat heen 

ied. 


amen 
His coomb was redder than the fyn coral, 
And batailled as it were acastel wal 5 gore 
‘His byle was blak, and as the jet it shoon ¢ 
Lyk asare were his leggés and his toon ; 
His naylés whiter than the tylyo flour, 
Ancl lyk the burnéd gold was his colour, 
This gentil cok haide in his gover- 


rsuance 
Serene hetsnés for to doon al his plesausice, 
Whiche were his sustrés and his para: 


mous, 

And wonder lyk to hym, ax of colours 5 

Of whiche the faireste hewéd on bir throte 

Was clepéd faire damoysele Portélote, goto 

Carteys she was, discreet aa! Uebonaire, 

And compaigeable, and bar hyrself 50 
faire 


‘Syn thilké day that she was seven nyght 
cold, 

‘That trewtly she bath the herte in hoold 

Of Chauntécteer, loken in every tith ; 

He loved ne so that wel was hym ther- 
with 5 

But swiche a joye was it to here hem 
synge, 

Whan that the beghté sonne bigan fo 


404% Aone he, ES he crew j vest Ae dae, 
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‘To purge yow, bynethe and eek above, 
Fe nat this, for Gocklés owené Jove ! 


Ne fynde yow mat repleet of humours 
hoote; 


And if it do, T dar wel leye a grote 
‘That ye shul have a fevere terciane, 

‘Or wn agu, that may be youré bane, arse 
‘A day of two ye shul have digestyves 
Of wormés, ex ye take youre laxatyyves: 
Of lawriol, centaure and fametere, 

ee reat epeiy hexyl oem there, 

Katapuce or of gaitrys beryts, 
cia yre, hed in gare yeerd, 
ther : 


mery is 5 
Pekke hem up right as they growe and 


verray preevé sheweth it in dede, 
*Oon of the gretteste auctours that 


men sede 
‘Scith thas, that whitom two felawés wente 
On in a ful good entente, 
happad so they coomen in a tour, 
Wher a3 ther was swich 





As for that nyght, departen compaigaye 5 
And ceb of hem gooth to his bostetrye, 
‘And took bis loguyng as it woldé fale. 
‘That oon of hem was logged in a stalle, 
Fer in a yeerd, with oxen of the plough ; 
‘That oother man was loggéd wel ynough, 
As was his drenture, or his fortiine, 418g 
‘That us governeth alle as in commune, 
“And so bifel that Jonge er it were day, 
‘This man mette in his bed, ther as he lay, 
How that his felawe gan upon hym calle, 
And seyde, “ Allas t for in an oxes stalle 
‘This nyght I shal be mordred ther I lye; 
Now helpe me, decré beother, or I dye; 
In allé basté com to me |" he seyde. 
‘This man out of his sleepe for feere 
abrayde ¢ 
But whan that he was wakened of his 


sleepe, 4199 
He tarnéd bym and took of this no keepe; 
Hym thoughte his dreem nas but a vanitec, 
‘Thus twits in his slepyag dremed hee, 
And atté thriddé tyme yet his felawe 
‘Cam, as bym thoughte, and seide, “Tam 


Arys up erly in the morwé tyde, 

And ut the west gate of the toun,” quod he, 
“+A carté fal of donge ther shaltow se, 
In which eny body is hid fal privély ¢ 

Do thilké carte arresten boldly; 4a10. 
Mygold casséd my mordré, sooth tosayn," 
And tolde hym every point bow he was 


slayn, 
With a fal pitous face, pale of hewes 
And trusté wel, his dreem be foond 
trowe 5 
For on the morwe, as soone as it was day, 
To his felawés in he took the way, 
And whan that he cam to this oxes stalle, 
‘After his felawe he bigan to calle. 

“The bostiler answerdé hym anon 4319 
Awd seydé, “ Sire, your felawe is agon 5 
ec ea aig dae 

‘3 man gan seapecioun,— 
Remembeynge on his dremés, that he 


And forth be gooth, no lenger wolde he 
4 D0 
lette, 


ful 
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GROUP B 





a 
That many a droeus fol soore is for to 


deede. pm 

“Lo, in the lyf of Seint Kenelm I rede, 
‘That was Kenulphus sone, the noble kyng 
Of Mercentike, bow Kenelm mette a 


thynig. 
A lite er he was mondred, on a day 
His mordre in his avysioun he say. 
His norice hyn expowned every deel 
His swevenie, ant bad hyns for to, kepe 
hym weel 
ans ‘but he nas but seven yeer 


And therfore fitel talé hath he toold 

Of any dreem, 20 booly was his herte, 

My Ga, I haddé levere than my sherte 
ye harlde rad his logende as have 1. 

Dame Pertélotc, I sey yow trewély, 

Macrobeus, that writ the ayisionn 

In AGrrike of the worthy Cipioun, 

Affermeth rac ‘and seith that they 


eritingte that men after seen 5 
moore, I pray yow looketh wel 
ea ie Oklé Testament of Daniel, 
Tf be held dremés azy vanitee. 
* Reed eek of foseph, and ther shal 


farmynge of thyngés thal shol after fall. 

Looke of Egipte the kyng, daun Pharao, 

Fils baker and his batiller also, 

Wher they no felté noon effect in dremes, 

Whoso wol scken actes of sondry remes 

May rede of dremés many a wouder thyng. 
‘Ley Crews which that was of Lydé 


yng, 

Mette he nat that he sat wpon @ tree, 
‘Which signified be sholde anbanged bee? 

“La heere Anitromacha, Ectorés wyf, 
‘That day that Ector slvoldé lese his lyf, 
She dremid on the saumeé myght biforn, 
How that the lyf of Ector shotde be lore, 
Tf thilké day ho wente into bataille ; 
She warnéd hym, bet it myghte nat 


availle 5 
He went forth to Gghté nathéles, 
SS ER 





And be was stays anon of Achilles ; 

But thilke tale is al to Jonge to telle, 

‘And cek it is ny day, T may nat dwelle ; 

Shortly T seye, as for conclwsioun, 4341 

‘That T shat of this avisiout 

Adversitoe; and I seye forthernoor, 

‘That I ne telle of faxntyees no stoor, 

For they been venymés, I woot it wee! 

Them diffye, I love hem never a deel t 

*Now let us speke of myrthe, and 

styrte al this 5 

Madameé Pertélote, so have I bits, 

Of o thyng God hath sent me lnrgé graces 

For whan I se the beautee of youre face, 

Ye been so scarlet reed aboute youre 
eyen, asst 

It maketh al my dredé for to dyen, 

For, al-so siker as Zu principia, 

Mulier est hominis confusto, 


For whan I fecle a-nyght your softé syde, 

Al be it thar I may nat-on yow ryde, 

For that oure perche is maad so narwe, 
als ! 

Tam so fal of joye and of solas, yf 

That 1 diffyé bothé swevene and dreem ': 

‘And with that word he fly dous fro the 


beem, 
For it was day, and cke his bennés alle 5 
And with « chuk he gan bem for to calle, 
For he hadde founde a com, lay in the 
yore, 
Réal he was, he was samoore aferd, 
He fethered Pestéloté twenty tyme, 
And trad as ofté, er that it was pryme, 
Ife looketh us it were « grym Jeoun, 
And on his toos he rometh up and doun ; 
Hymn he aor nat to sotte his foot to 
ant 
He ania whan he bath a com 


yefounde, 
Av wy renwen thanne his wyvés 
Ie. 
‘Thes rolal, as a prince is in an halle, 
Leve I this Chauntécleet fn bis pasture, 
Asd after wol I telle bis Aventure. 
28; ‘The real meaning of che Ladin ist to the 
136 
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If 1 conseil of women wolde blanc, 
Passe over, for { seyde it im my game. 
Rede auctours where they trete of swich 


matecre, 
SETAE ey saya i mocaen, Js sty 
re 
Thise been the cokkés worlds, and nat 


myne, 
T kan nooa harm of no womman divyne ! 
Faire in the soond, to bathe hire myrily, 
Lith Pertétote, and alle bire sustzes by, 
Agayn the sonne, and Chauntécloer so free 
‘Soong murier than the mermaydle in the 


see} 

For Phisiolegns seith sikerly, 

How that aragen wel and asp. 
“Ausdo bifet that #3 he cast hi eye 

Amory the wortés, on a boterflyc, 

He was war of this fox that lay fal lowe. 

No-thyng no liste hym thanné for to 


crowe, 

But cride anon, ‘Cok, cok !! and up he 
sterte, 

‘As man that was affrayéd in his herte, — 

For natureelly u beest desireth floc 

Fro his contrine, if he may ir see, 

Trough be = adile sey it with | 


Ts Gatos, whan he gan ym | 


He wolde tan Bed, but that the fox anon | 


Soyo, os sire, allas ! 


Now, pat H were worst than a fend, 
If I to yow wolde harm or vileynye. 
Tam nat come your conseil for tespye, 
Bat trewily the cause of my comynge 
Was Cone for to herkne how that ye 
ah 
For nent, ye have us myrie a stevene 
AS any aunyel bath that is in hevene. 
‘Therwith ye han in musyk moore foclynge 
‘Than tude Boece, or any that kan synge, 
My toed ee fader, —God his soulé 


iantanes fhe ihe Pi de 
eaters ath, am written: ‘ootain, 


448 eece, Wosthins wrote a treating cm watunbe, 





And cek youre mooder, of hire gentillosse, 
Han in myn hous y-been to my groet 


ese, 

And certés, sire, fal fayn wolde I yow 
plese. 

But for men speke of syngyag, T wol 


tweyey— 

yow, [ herdé never man so synge 

‘As dide youre fader in the morwenynge. 

Cortés, it was of herte, al that he song 5 

And for to make his voys the mooré strong, 

He wolde so peyne hym that with bothe 
his eyen 

Me mosté wynke, 20 toude be woldé cryen 5 

And stonden on his tiptoon therwithal, 

‘And streeché forth bis nekke, long and 


senal ; 
And eek he was of swich discrecioun 
‘That ther nas no man in no regioun 4500 
That tym in song or wisdom myghté 


seye 
So mnoote "I brouké wel ntyne eyen 
4499, 


Save 


T have wel rad, in ** Daun Burnel the 


Asse,” 
470 | Among his vers, how that.ther ws a cok, 


For that « preestés sone yaf hym a knok 
| Upoa his log, whit he was yong and nyce, 
He maie hym for to lese his benefice + 
Bat certeyn, ther nys no comparisoun 
Bitwixe the wisedom and discrecioun 


wher wol ye | Of youre fader and of his subtiltee, 
Now 
Be ye ‘aol of me, that am youre | 


syngeth, sire, for seinté charitecs 45%0 
Lat sc, koane ye youre fader countrefete,? 
Creag his wyngés gun to 
Ie, 
As man that koude his traysoun nat 
So was he ravysshed with his fateric, 
Allas, yo lordés, many a fals Astour 
Isin youre courtes, and many a losengeour, 
That vise yow wel moore, by my feith, 
Than he that soothfastnesse nto yow 
swith, 
Redeth Eeclesiaste of Materyey— 
Beth ee ye lordés, of ir trecherye. 450 
‘This Chauntécleer stool hye upon his 
toos 


hare Bus the Specadw: 
wot Niet Weekete - 
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Strecchynge his nekke, and heeld his eyen 
cloos, 


And gan to crowé loudé for the nones, 
‘And daun Russell, the fox, stirte up atones, 
‘And by the gargat henté Chauntécleer, 

‘And on his bak toward the wode hym 


For yet ne was ther no man that hym 


sewed. 
© destinee, that mayst nat been 
eschewed ! 
Alas, that Chauntécleer fleigh fro the 
es ! 4529 


Allas, his wyf ne roghté nat of dremes ! 
And on a Friday fil al this meschaunce. 
OVenus, that art goddesse of plesaunce, 
Syn that thy servant was this Chaunté- 
leer, 
‘And in thy servyce dide al his poweer, 
Moore for delit than world to multiplye, 
Why woltestow suffre hym on thy day to 
? 


dye 
O Gaufred, deeré maister soverayn, 

That, whan thy worthy kyng Richard 
was sla 

With shot, compleynédest his deeth so 
‘soore ! 

Why ne hadde I now thy sentence, ce 
thy loore, 

‘The Friday for to chide, as diden ye? 

For on a Friday, soothly, slayn was he. 

Thanne wolde I shewe yow how that I 
koude pleyne 

For Chauntéclerés drede, and for his 


Peyne. 

Certés, swich cry, ne lamentacioun, 
Was never of ladyes maad whan Ylioun 
Was wonne, and Pirrus with his streité 

swerd, 
‘Whan he hadde hent kyng Priam by the 


‘And slayn hym,—as seith us Eneysos,— 

‘As maden alle the hennés in the clos, 4550 

‘Whan they had seyn of Chauntécleer the 
sighte. 

Bat sovereynly dame Pertdlotéshrighte, 

Ful louder than dide Hasdrubalés wyf, 


4537- Gaufred, Geoffrey of Vinesauf; author 
of a treative on the art of postry, in which to 

such poems should be written, he ‘be+ 
walled the deattof Richard, 





‘Whan that hir housbonde haddé lost his lyf, 

And that the Romayns haddé brend 
Cartage,— 

She was so ful of torment and of rage, 

That wilfully into the fyr she sterte, 

And brende hirselven with a stedefast 
herte. 

O woful hennés, right so criden ye, 
As, whan that Nero brendé the citee 4360 
Of Romé, cryden senatourés wyves, 

For that hir husbondes losten alle hir 


lyves 

Withouten gilt, this Nerohath hemslayn. 

Now wol I tomé to my tale agayn. 

This sely wydwe, and eek hir doghtrés 

two, 

Herden thise hennés crie and maken wo, 

And out at dorés stirten they anon, 

‘And syen the fox toward the grové gon, 

‘And bar upon his bak the cok away, 

‘And cryden, ‘Out! harrow ! and wot 
away! 

His isha "the fox!” and after hym they 


‘And eck with stavés many another man 5 

Ran Colle, oure dogge, and Talbot, and 
Gerland 

And Malkyn, with a dystaf in hir hand ; 

Ran cow and calf, and eck the verray 


hogges, 
So were they fered for berkynge of the 


dogges, 

And shoutyng of the men and wommen 
eck ; 

They ronné so hem thoughte hir herté 
breek. 

‘They yolléden, as feendés doon in helle ; 

The dokés cryden, as men wolde hem 
quelle ; 4580 

The gees, for feeré, flowen over the trees ; 

Out of the hyvé cam the swarm of bees ; 

So hydous was the noys, a denedicitee | 

Certés, he Jakke Straw, and his meynee, 

Ne made never shoutés half so shrille, 

Whan that they wolden any Flemyng 
kille, 

As thilké day was maad upon the fox. 

Of bras they broghten bemés, and of box, 


4586. Flemyng, to. whose competition the 
Enjlish craftsmen objected. = 
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OF horn, of boon, in whiche they blewe 
and powped, 
And theewithal they skstkéd and they 


bowped ; wp 
Tt seméd @s that hevene shollé falle. 
Now, goodé men, I pray yow herkmeth 
alle; 


Lo, how Fortené tumoth sodeynty 

The apd pry s) 
se rer Paice VearKicestbaks 
In al hils deede unto the fox he spak, 
‘And seyde, ‘Sire, if that I were as yo, 
Vet wolde I seyn, as wys God holpe me, 
“© Turneth agayn, ye proodé cherlés alle t 
A verray pestilence upon yow falle} 4t&0 
Now am I come unto the wodés syde, 
eee seins the cok shal 


Lo pen hy and ta ann | 


‘The fox answerde, In feith it shal 
be don’; 
And as he spak that word, al sodeynly 
This cok brak from his mouth delyverly, 
And hoigbe upon a tren he fleigh ano ; 
‘Ad whan the fox stugh that he was 


¥-R08,— 
*Allas 1’ qual he, ‘O Chauntécleer, 
alas! 


I have to you,’ quod be, *y-doos trespas, 
Tras muche as I makéd yow aferd, tt 
Whan [ yow hente and broght out of the 


yerd 

Lut, sire, 1 dide it of bo wikke entemte. 

Com down, and 1 shal telle yow what f 
ryente 5 

Tishal seye sooth to yow, God hel 

*Nay thane,’ quod be, ¢ 

us bothe two, 

And firs I shrewe myself, bothe blood 
and bones, 

If thon bigyle me any ofter than ones, 

‘Thou shalt na woord, tergh thy flaterye, 

Do me to Noe and wynké with mae 


Kor bation wyuketh, kaa a holder 
Al wilfully, God lat him never thee |" 


mesot! 
shrewe 


‘Nay! ape the fay “Batted yee 
ance, 
‘That i As moist of governaunce 
‘That jangloth whan he sholdé holde his 


I barrie bs Sow Yo. No-scechtniast 
‘And pecligent, and truste on Materye 
Bat ye that holden this tale a folye, 
As of a fox, or of a cok and hen — 
‘Taketh the moralité, good men ; ye 
| For Seint Paul seith ‘thst al that writen is, 
To oure doctrine it is y-write y-wis : 
‘Taketh the frayt and lat the chaf be stifle, 
Now, goodé God, if that it be thy wille, 
‘As scith my lord, 50 make us alle goode 


men, 
heete | And brynge us to his heighé lisse t 


Amen, 


Words of the Hast te the Nun's Priest 


‘Sire Nonnés Preest,’ onre Hoosté 
‘seide anoon, 
* E-bhesséd be thy breche and every stoon t 
‘This was a mane tale of Chaunticleer y 
But, by my trouthe, if thou were seculer, 
Thou woldest hen a tredéfoul aright ; 464s 
For if thou have comige, as thou hast 
might, 
The were node of hennés, as I wene, 
Ye, mo than sevene tymés seventene I 
‘Se, which beaunés hath this gemtil preest, 
So gret a ockke, and swieh a large broest | 
He loketh as a sparhawke with his eyen ; 
Him nedeth nat his colour for to dyen 
With beasile, ne with greyn of Portyngale. 
Now, sire, faire fallé yow for youré tale. 
Awd alter that, he with fal merio chere 
Selde unto another as ye shullen heere, 


ahixz. Sire Newnes Proeet ses MSS, 
‘one of Camb. aml two 2¢ the frit 
this SF ty auibeagicty is 

tats easter ‘ouuld Hartly have 





| ‘wrivien by 
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[TALES OF THE THIRD DAY] 
[GROUP C] 


DOCTOR’S TALE 
Heere folweth The Phisiciens Tale 


THER was, as telleth Titus Livius, 
A knyght that calléd was Virginius, 
Fulfild of honour and of worthynesse, 
And strong of freendés and of greet 
richesse. 
This knyght a doghter haddé by his 


wyf— 
No children hadde he mo in al his Iyf 

Fair was this mayde in excellent beautee 
‘Aboven every wight that man may see ; 


For Nature hath with sovereyn diligence | 


Y-forméd hire in so greet excellence, 10 ! $ 
' And Phebus dyéd hath hire tresses grete 


‘As though she woldé seyn, ‘Lo, I, Nattire, 

Thus kan I forme, and peynte a creature, 

Whan that me list, who kan me countre- 
fete? 

Pigmalion? Noght, though he ay forge 
and bete, 

Or grave, or peynté ; for I dar wel seyn 

Apellés, Zanzis, sholdé werche in veyn, 

Outher to grave, or peynte, or forge, or 
bete, 

If they presuméd me to countrefete. 

For He that is the Formere principal 

Hath makéd me his vicaire-general 20 

‘To forme and peynten erthely creaturis 

Right as me list, and ech thyng in my 
cure is 

Under the mooné that may wane and 





waxe 5 
And for my werk right no thyng wol I axe 


in GROVE: Theve two tales follow the Franklin's * 


Fumivall is responsible for their 
,, which is not a matter of certainty. 
Tale, taken, as to its incidents, as 
Prof, Lounsbury shows, including the reference 
to Livy, from the Roman de la Rote, Il, 6324-94. 
Jn this tale HS difer greatly from E and Heng. 
though only a few of the variants can be here 





TG No children, H8 and never ne (H. only, me). 
16. Zanzis, Zen 
24, werk right, HB werké. 











My lord and I been ful of oon accord. 

I made hire to the worshipe of my lord ; 

So do I alle myne othere creatures, 

What colour that they han, or what 
figures.’ 

Thus semeth me that Nature woldé seye. 

This mayde of agé twelve yeer was 

and tweye 

| Im which that Nature haddé swich delit; 

For, right as she kan peynte a lilie whit, 

And reed a rosé, right with swich peynture 

She peynted hath this noble creiiture, 

Er she were born, upon hir lymés fre, 

Where as by right swiche colours sholdé 


Lyk to the stremés of his burnéd heete ; 
And if that excellent was hire beautee, 
A thousand-foold moore vertuous was she. 
In hire ne lakkéd no condicioun ” 
That is to preyse, as by discrecioun. 

As wel in goost as body chast was she, 
For which she flouréd in virginitee 

With alle humylitee and abstinence, 
With alle attemperaunce and pacience, 
With mesure eck of beryng and array. 
Discreet she was in answeryng alway, 
Though she were wise as Pallas, dar I 


seyn 5 

Hir facound eek, ful wommanly and 
pleyn ; 

No countrefeted termés hadde she 

To semé wys; but after hir degree 

She spak, ‘and alle hire wordés, moore 
and lesse, 

Sownynge in vertu and in gentillesse ; 

Shamefast she was, in maydens shame- 
fastnesse, 

Constant in herte, and ever in bisynesse 

To dryve hire out of ydel slogardye, 

Bacus hadde of hire mouth right no 
maistrie, 


25. ful of oon, H8 fully at. 
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For wyn and youthé dooth iat 
encresse, 
jAaiuaba ih typ 300k cowed OFS on grobenes, 
And of hir owerme vert unconstreyned 
‘She hath fal ofté tymé syk hire feyned, 
For that she woldé fleen () 
Where likly was to treten of folye,— 
As is at feestés, revels, and at daunces, 
That been occasions of daliaunces, 
‘Swich thyngés maken children for to be 
To sooné re ‘and bold, as men may se, 
Which is fal perilous, and bath been yoore, 
For al to sooné may she lerné lore 7 
Of booldnesse, whan she woxen is» wy! 
‘And ye maistresses, in p= olde uf, 
‘That lords doghtrés ban 
Ne taketh of iny wordes no. uaa 
"Thenketh that ye been set in governynges 
Of lordes Legineneeti thynges: 
Outher for youre honestes, 
Or elles ye mae in freletes, 
‘And knowen wel ynough the obilé daunos, 
And han forsaken fully swich meschaunce 
Por evermo: therfore for Cristés sake 8» 
To teche hem vertu looke that ye ne 


A tbeef of verysoun, that hath forts 
His tikerousmesse and all his oldé craft, 
Kan kepe a forest best of any man; 

Now kepeth wel, for if ye wolde ye kan ; 
Looke wel that ye unto no vice assente, 
Lest ye be dimpetd for youre wikke 

eotente 

For who so dooth a traitour is certeyn 5 
‘And taketh keps of that that I shal seyn ; 
Of allé tresons sovereyn pestilence 9 
Ts whan a wight Uitrayseth insocence. 

Ye failtés and ye moodrés cek, also, 
‘Thomgh ye han children, be it oom or mo, 
Youre is the charge of al hir surveisunce, 
Whi) that ed been umler youre gover- 

naunce 


Eerie peth tou the that yr undertahy 
Ge SO srl. y TH ana yo wit, 





Under a shephenie sofie and necligent 
The wolf hath many a sheepe and limb 
to-rent.. 
Sulfiseth oon eesample now as heere, 
For I moot turne apayne to my matere. 
This mayde, of which T wol this tale 


expresse, 
So kepte hir self hir neded no maistresse 5 
For in hir lyvyng maydens myghten rede, 
As ina book, every goed word or dede 
‘That lougeth to a mayden vertuous, 
She was 90 prudent and so bounteuows ; 
For which the fare out sprang on every 
syde, ut 
Bothe of hir beauttoe and bir bounteowyde, 
‘That thumgh what land they peeiséd hire, 
echone 
‘That lowed vertu, save Envye allone, 
"That sory is of oother mennés wele, 
And glad is of his sorwe and his unheele ; 
‘The doctour maketh this descripcioun, 
‘This mayde upon a day wente in the 
toun 
Toward a temple, with hire mooder deere, 
As is of yongé maydens the manere, 120 
Nowwas ther thanne a justice in that toun, 
‘That governour wos of that regioun, 
And so bifel this juge his eyen caste 
Upon this mapde, avysynge hym ful faste, 
‘As she cam forby, ther as this juge stood. 
Anom his berté chaungéd and his mood, 
So was he caught with beautee of this 


And to hymself fal pryvéty he sayde, 
iymsel a 

“This maydé shal be pass any man 3 
Anon the feend into bis herté man, ry0 

And taughte hym sodeynly that he by 

slyghte 

‘The mayden to his wynné myghtes 

For certés, by no force, ne by no meee, 

Hym ie, he was pat able for to 


Fer sieves untig of beendéventieckine 

Confermé) was in swich soverayn 
bountes, 

That wel he wiste he myghto hire never 
wynine 
Loaf tone 


es bets Lp ike aah 
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O deeré doghter, endere of my lyf, 
Which 1 fave ‘fstred wp iti swich 


plosaance 
That thou were never out of my — 
rmwnce 5 
O doghter, wih hata my até wy 
aad Tay f my lasté joye also 5 
fof chasitee | pacience 
ton thy decth, for this is my 


sentence. 
For love, and nat for hate, thou most be 
deed 


: 
My pitows hand moot mmyten of thyn 
heed | 


‘Allas! that ever Apius the say t 

‘Thus hath he falsly juggéd the to day 's 

And tolde hire al the cas, as ye bifore 

Han herd, nat nodeth for to teile it moore. 
7s) , deer’ fader {* quod this 


ay | 


And with tui word she both hir armés 
1 


Mtett ie wiki ex shot wes ont todo ; 
‘The teeris bruste out of bir eyen two, 
And seyde, * Goodé fader, shat I dye ? 
Is thee no grace, is ther no remedye ?? 
«No, vertés, deeré doghter myn,’ quod 
he, 


‘Thanne yif me beyser, fader myn,' 
quod she, 
+ My deeth for to compleyne a litel space, 
For parstee Jepté yaf his doghter grace 242 
For to compleyne, er he hir slow, alias t 
Se ere ae aire year ees 
But for she ran bir fader Grst to see, 
‘To welcome hym with grect solempnitee.” 
And with that word she fil aswowne anon, 
‘And after, whan hin swownity is agon, 
She riseth up, and to hir fader sayde, 
*Blissed be God, that I shal dye a maydes 
Vif me my deeth, er that I havea shame 
Dooth with youre chikl youre vat 
Goddés nanie 1” 
Avd with that: word she. prey by 
ful ole 

‘That whl: his swerd he woldé smyté 


5 
And with that word aswowné doun she fil, 
Hir fader, with fil sorwefa) herve nnd wil, 


aah layin, HE deeds 


| td of mnt, and ty he tope it 


And to ene c he gan it to presente, 
As he sat yet in doom in consistérie 5 
And whan the juge it saugh, as seith the 


storie, 

He had to take hym and anhunge tym 
te 5 

Bat right anans thousand peplein thnate, 

To save the knyght, for rowthe and for 


pitees 
wee knowen was the false iniquitee. 
‘The peple anon hath suspect of this thyng, 
Bs fous. of the phot eS pelst/ 
That it was by the assent of Apis ; 
They wisten wel that he was lecherus 5 
For whieh unto this Apius they gon, 
And caste bym in a prisoun right anon, 
Wher as he slow hymself; and Claudius, 
‘That servant was unto this Apis, azo 
Was deméd for to bange upoit a tree; 
But that Virginius, of his pitee, 
So proydé for hysa that he was exiled, 
And ellés, certés, he had been bigyled, 
The remenant were anhangixl, moore and 

lesse, 


‘That were consentant of this carsednesse. 
Heere men may scen how synné bath 
his merite. 
Beth war, for no man woot whom God 
wol smiyte, 
In no degree ; ne in which mancre wyse 
The worm of consciencé may agryse stl 
Of wikked lyf, though it s0 pryvee. be 
That no man woot ther-of but God and 


her 
For be he lewdd mon, or ellis tered, 
He poot how soone that be shal been 


nfered 5 
‘Therfore, I redé yow, this consell take, 
Formaketh synne, er synné yow forsake, 


The murder of the Hoost to the Phisicien 
and the Pardoner 


ure Hoosté gan to swere as he were 
wood ¢ 





ans The reamenant, the witnesses promised 
0 


nee? 118 dow, 
read Wher (mhether) that he be leet 
BL 


44 
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Which that was of an hooly Jewes sheepe, 
* Goode men," I seye, task of my 


If that this boon be wasthe is any welle, 
If cm, or calf, of sheep, oF oxé swelle 
‘That any worn hath ete, of worm 


y-stonge, 
‘Taak water of that welle and wassh his 


tonge, 
And it is hool anon ; and forthermoor 
Of prikicés, and of scabbe, and every scor, 
Shal every, sheepe be Bool that of ths 


Drone a i dah Tank kepe eck 

an 

If thar re goode-man that the beestés 
cometh 


Wol every ‘wyke, ex that the ook hyn 
croweth, 

Fastyng?,drinken ofthis welle a draughte, 

‘As thilké hooly Jew oure elitrés tanghte, 

‘His beestés and his stoor shal multiplic, 

And, sires, also it beeleth jabvusie, 

For though a man be falle in jalous rage, 

Lat maken with this water his potage, 

And me aa he moore his wyf 


Though he ay sootbe of hir fefutt 
wiste,— 

HA hadabic olen presetes bro oxsthes 

Here 16 a miteyn eek, that ye may se 5 

He that his hand wol putte in this mitsyn, 

Ho shal bave mulling of his grayn, 

‘Whas le hath sowen, be it whete or otes, 

So that be offté pens, or ellés grotes. 

+ Goode men and wommen, o thyng 

warne T yow, 

Tf any wight be in this chirché now 

That a tee er horrible, that he 

‘Dar nat for shame of it y-ahryven be, ste 

Or any pian, baila Gane 
That bath y-tonad hir housbonde coké- 


wold, 
Swich ms Shal have no power ne no 


aaa relies in this place 5 
Andatatjedetnhe ‘outof swich blame 
They wot come up and offre on Goddés 
name, 
Wis, Name, 1 fame, 





‘And I assoitle hem by the auctoritee 
Which that by bulle y-graunted was to 
me." 


“By this gande have I woané, yeor 


by yer, 
An hundred mark sith I was Pardoner, 
T stondd bt clerk fa sy pag » 
‘And mbes the lewdd pepe ie Sou 
I peeebé so as ye han herd hifoore, 
And telle an hendred falsé japés moore; 
‘Thanne peyne I me to strecché forth the 
nekke, 
And est and west upon the peple I belcke, 
‘As dooth a dowve, sittynge on a bere; 
‘Myne handés and my tonge goon so yerne, 
That it is joye to se my 
Of avarice and of swich cursedmesse 400 
Is al my prechyng, for to make hem free 
To yeven his pens, and namely unto mez 
For myn'entente is mat but for to wynne, 
And po thyng for correccioun of 
Trekie nevi whan that they beens 
‘Temgh that bir soulés goon a-blale- 


beryed ; 

For certés many a predicacioun 

Comih ofté tyme of yve! entencioun ; 
‘Som for plesaance of folk and flaterye, 
To been arauncéd by ypocrisye; ate 
And sor freak plc, aed som for 


For whan I dar noca onther weyes debate, 
‘Thanne wed I seynge yen with ey bongs 


i pets, “po that be nist nat mttath 
To been defamed fality, if that he 
Fah ee 
Fort Ttellé poght his propré name, 
Men wel knowé that it is the same, 
By signés, and by otbere circumstances. 
Thus ee 1 folk that doen us a 


re Wee enya under hewe 
a iakaes stb neoeea tocky-aeas Gi 
“ts shortly, myn entente I wol 


— 
I preche of no thyng but for coveityse 5 
‘Therfore my theme is yet and ever was, 
Radix malorwm gst Cupiditar, 

samaé vice 


pare eee oars 
‘Which that I use, and that is avarice ; 


146 
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Aboght was thilké curséd vileynye 
‘Corrupt was al this world for glotonye ! 
‘Adam oure facler, and his wyf also, 
Fro Paradys, to labour and to wo 
Were dryven for that vice, it is no 


drede,— 

For whil that Adam fasted, as I rede, 
He was in Paradys, and whan that he 
Eet of the fruyt deffended, on the tree, sio 
Anon he was out cast to wo and peyne, 
O glotonye, on thee wel ogtite us pleyme ! 

wiste a man how manye maladyes 
Folwen of excesse and of glotonyes, 
He woldé been the mooré mesurable 
‘Of his dieté, sittynge at bis table? 
‘Alias! the shorté throte, the tendré mouth, 
Moaketh that est and west, and north and 


south, 
In erthe, in cir, in water, man toswynke 
To gete wait deyntee mete and 


*Mete unto wombe, and wombe eek 
unto mete, 

‘Shal God destroyen bothe,’ asPanlus seith. 

‘Ailas } a foul thyng is it, by say feith, 

To seye this word, and foaler is the dete 

Whan man so dryaketh of the white and 


rede, 
‘That of his throte he maketh his pryvee, 
os thilké cunséd supertiuites. 

‘The Apostel wepyng seith ful pitously, 
“Ther watken manye of whiche yow 

toold have I, Ea 
I seye it now wepyng with pitous voys, 
‘That they been enemys of Cristés eroys, 
Of whiche the ende is deeth, wombe is 


bir god. 
© wombe! © bely! O stynkyg is th 
t 





GRour 
And tarnen substance inte accident, 
‘To falfillen al thy Hkerous talent! 
‘Oat of the aa honés knoklcé: 
‘The mary, for they casté noght a 
That may go thurgh the golet mae 


To make hym yet 

But certés he that haunt 

Is deed, whil that he lyveth in the 
A decherousthyng is yay and 


ledel sfeeyiyorad ne exlnesnt 
Odronké man t distgared is thy ice, 
‘Sour is thy breeth, foul artow to embinc 
And thurgh thy dronké nase semeth 


sont, 
As though thou seydest ay, * 
Sampeoun |? 
And yet, God woot, Sampsoun di 
never no wyn. 
Thou fallest as it were a stykéd sweyn, 
‘Thy tonge is lost and al thy boneste: 
For dronkenesse is verray sepulture 
Of mannés wit and his discrecioum 
In whom that drynke hath dominaeiou 


He kan no conseil kepe, itis no dredes 
Now kepe yow fro he white and fro. 


rede, 
And namely fro the white wyn of Lep 
‘That is to selle in Fysshstrete, or in Cl 
This wyn of Spain cropeth sually 


In othere wynes 
Of which Ger yseth Ths eon 
"hat win a ote dag 


[Asd Genet dat te boatncenGd 
Hees ces right at the towne ¢ 


Lepe,— 7 
Nat at the Rocbele, neat Burdens trap 
And thanné wol ‘he seyey * Sam 
4” 


Sampsoun 
Bt herkneth, lordyngs, o word, T 
preeye, 
tyreen riditaunce tale — alter 


Fie Wisc be Gouden 
Se Be BA ta 
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al 
That of his thes is to otrageonn— 
“By Goddés procious herte,” and By 
his nayles," 
And ‘By the blood of Crist that is in 
ea? 


cs, 
Ss ales pepe aes thyn is cynk 


wy Gels Har if thou falsly pleye, 
ee Ghurghout thyn herté 


This Ase of the bicchéd bonés 


two, 
Forsw: iré, falsnesse, homycide. 
Now for the love of Crist that for us dyde, 
Leveth youre othis, bothé grete and 
smale, 
But, sires, now wol I tellé forth my tale. 
Thise riotonrés thre, of whiche I telle, 
Longe erst er primé rong of any belle, 
‘Were set hem in « taverne for to drynke 5 
And as they sat they herde « belle clynke 
Biforn a cors, was caried to his grave, 
‘That oon of hem gan callen to his knave : 
*Go bet,! quod he, ‘and axé redily 
Wohat cors i is that passeth heer forby, 
And locke that thou ie bis mamé 
weel.’ 


Ge 
Tt was me toold er ye cam heere two 


houres 5 
He was, pardes, an old felawe of youres, 
‘And sodoynly he wns y-alayn to-nyght, 
For-dronke, as hesat on hisbench upright ; 
‘Ther cam a privee theef, men clepeth 
Deeth, 


‘That in this contre al the peplé sleeth, 
And with his spere he smoot bis here 
atwo, 

And wente his wey withouten wordés mo, 
He bath a thousand slayn this pestilence, 
And, maister, er ye come in his presence, 
‘Me thymketh that it wert necessaric 63; 
For to be war of swich an adversaric 5 

Beth redy for to meete hym evermoore ; 
Thus taughté me my dame; I sey na- 


moore,’ 
* By Scinte Marit! seyde this taverner, 


bon, He Hailes Abbey in Gloncesershire. 
raaty oleh aa 





Te a eee 
slayn this yeer 
oe withiane a greet 


hae, 

Bothe man ea womsnan, ¢hild, and 
hhyne, and page 

1 trowe his habitacioun be there; 


To been avyséd greet wysdom it were, 
Er that he dide a man a dishonour," * 


“Ye, Goddés armés!” quod thisriotosr, 
«Is it swich peril with bym for to meete? 
shal hym seke by wey, and eck by'stretes 
Tt make avow to Goddés 6 bones 
Herkneth, felawés, we thre boen al omes, 
Lat ech of us holde up his haed tii oother, 
‘And ech of us hicomen otheres brother, 
‘And we wol sloen this Galsé teaytouy, 
H as bees he sleeth, 

le slayn, he that 80: 

By Goddes dignitee, er it be nyght 

Togidres han thise thre hir trouthes 


plight 
To lyve and dyen ech of hem far oother, 
‘As though he were his owene y-boré 


brother ; 
And up they stirte, al dronken, im this 


rage} 

And forth they coon taste the a 

Of which the mavemer hadde 

od many graly oath ane Sen 
sworn 5 

And Cristés blessed body they to-rente,— 

Deeth shal be hess if that they brs! 
hym bent 

Whan they ac go nat fally half a 

mile, 

Right as they wolde ban troden over w 


stile, 
‘An cold man and a pouré with bean mette 
This oldé man ful mekély hem grette, 
And seydé thes: *Now, lordés, God 
Yow seo!" 
‘The proudeste of thise riotourés three 
Answerde agayn, * What, earl with sory 


ae inter al for-wrappéd, save thy face? 
Bora me 0 longe is So greet ape 


syot tins For! be Kea as Be 
706 tore, HO meres. 
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‘This tresor moste y-caried be by nyghte 

As wisely and as slyly as it myghte, 

Wherfore, [ rede that cut among ws alle 

ees ante se wher the cut wol 
es 

And be thas bath the cut with berté blithe 

Shalt coke to the towne, and that ful 


tbe, 
And beynge us breed and wyn fal privély, 
And two of ws shal kepen subtilly 
‘This tresor wel; and if be wol mat taric, 
Whan it is, nyght wo wot this tresor carte, 
By oon assent, where as us thynketh best.” 
That oon of vem the cut broghte in his 


fest, 
And bad hom drawe and looke where it 
wot falle 3 
And it fil on the yongeste of hem alle, 
And forth toward the toun he wente anon ; 
‘And al so sooné as that he was gon, 
‘That oon of hem spak thus wnto that 


ther 
*Thow knowest wel (hou art my swormé 


brother 5 
‘Thy peo&t wol I tellé thee anon; top 
‘Thou woost wel that oure felawe is ngom, 
And heere is gold, and thu fal greet 
plentee, 
That shal departéd hoe among ws thre; 
Bat nathélees, if 1 kan shape {1 so. 
That it departed were among us two, 
‘Hadde I nat doona freendés torn to thee?! 
‘That oother roan “1 moot how 
that may be 
He one bow. shew ithe gold fs with ns 


What a don wat shal we bm 
‘Shad I be conseil?? sepde the fntd 
shrewe, aig 
“And J shal telten thee in wordés fewe 
What we shal doon, and -heyngen it wel 
aboate.” 
“1 gnianté,’ quod that oother, ‘out 
of 
That by my trouihe I shal thee nat 


be tweye, 
Atl two of us hu streager be than oon. 





Looke whan that he ix set, and: right 
Regi ai thea thow woldest with bym 
Ava t abel Syeda 
Wh thot thou eteogelest with hyns as 
‘And with thy dagpere Sooke how the 


same $ ap 

And tharne shal al this gold departed be, 

My deerd frend, bitwixen ie and thee. 

‘Thannc may we bothe oure’ bastés olf 
fulfille, 

And pleye at dees right at eure owene 
wile." 


And thus acorded been thise: shrewés 
tweye, 
To sleen the thridde, as ye han herd me 


seye. 

‘This yongeste, which that wente unto 
the toun, 

Ful ofte in herte be rofleth up and doun 

The beautee of thise doryns newe nid 


Have al this tresor to my self allone, 

‘Ther is no was that lyveth under the 
+ trone 

Of God, that sholdé tyve so miurye as If? 

And atté laste the feend, oure enemy, 

Putte im his thought that he sholde poyson 


bepe, 

With which bo myghté sleen his felawes 
tweye $ 

For-why the feend foond hym in swich 


Iyrynge, 
‘That he haddle here bym to sorwé brynge, 
Foe this was ostrély bis falle entente 
‘Tosicen hem bothe and never to repente, 
Ani forth he gooth, no lenger wolde he 
tarie, ast 
Thto the toan, nto a pothecarie, 
And preydé hym that he kym woldé selle 
Som poysonn, that be myghte his rattés 
quelle 
[And eek ther ens a polcat in bis awe, 
‘That, as te seyde, his eapoums hadde 
yoslawe, 


tg2 
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Sire, oldé lecchosr, tat thy japés bet 


haves 
She amy no while in chastitee abyde 
That is assailléd upon eché syde. 
*Thou seyst som folk desire us for 
richesse, 


Somme for cure shapé, somme for oure 


fhirnowse, 
And aerate she kan either synge or 


nee, 
‘And som for gentillesse, and datiaunce, 
Som for bir handés, and hir aad 
smale,— 
“Thus goth al io the devel by thy tale! 
‘Thou seyst men pay at kepes castel wal, 
Tt may $0 longe assailled been over al. 
‘And if that she be foul, ite seist 
that she 
man that she mny se, 
Bie Wisse Yiat abe pool on bye 
"Ti hat sbe fyndd'sor man hire to chapes 
Ne noon s0 grey a goos gooth in the 
chad ohaeel- ered Neat etosctA vedas yes 
‘And seyst it fs an hard thypg for to welde 
A thyng that no man wole, his thankés, 


Thos seistow, lorcl, whan thow goost to 
le, 

‘And that no wys man nedeth for towedde, 

Ne bo man that entendeth wnto hevenc. 

With wildé thonder dynt und Gry levesie 


And chidyny wyvés, maken men to flee 
Out of bir omese hous, at. bom fats 





What eyleth swich an old man for to 
ebide? * 
‘Thow seyst we wyvés wol oure vices 
hide 
‘Til we be fast, and thanne we wol hem 
shewe,— 
‘Wel say that be a proverbe of « shrewe, 
“Thou seist that oxen, asses, hors, and 
houndes, 
‘They peen assnyéd at diversé stoundes 5 
Basyns, lavourés, er that men hem bye, 
ESSE stooles, aod al swich hous- 
bor 


rye, 

And so been pottés, clothés, and array 5 
But folk of wyvés maken noon assay ago 
‘Til theybe: welded, olde dotard shrewe f 
‘Thanne, selstow, we wol oure vices shewe. 

* Thou seist also that it displeseth me 
But if that thou wolt preysé any beautee, 
‘And but thos poure alwey upon my face, 
And clepe me “' fairé dame" in every 


place; 
And but thou make a foeste on thilké 
‘That I was born, and make me 

and gay ; 
And but thow do to my norice honour, 
‘And to my chamberere withinne my 


bour, 30 
And to my fadrés folk and his allyes,— 
‘Thus seistow, oldé barelful of lyes ¥ 
‘And yet otipare appieniice em 
For his crispe heer, shynynge as me 
And for be squiereth me bothe wp) and. 
dows, 


Yet hastow caught a fals suspechoun,— 
T wol hyna noght, thogh thou were deed. 


toumorwe ! 
Peal vadea’ this, why hydestow with 
“Tse apts of thy these wep felted 
IU& my good, as wel as thyn, paratee! 
What! wenestow make an yrliot of ware 
Pa 
that lord that calléd is Seine 
fate, 
It wat bothé, thogh thou wer 


Be maister of body, and of 
ier of my 
vant a By 


Now, 


138 
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‘On Jangkyn, asl oe my nece also. 
Q Lord, the peyne I dide hem and the wo! 
Goddés 


llés often tyme hadde 1 been spilt. 
Who s0 first cometh to the mille frst 


lye. 
Of wenches wolde I beren hem on 
hondo, 
Whan that for ok unnethés myghte thay 
stoode 5 
Yet tikted it his heii for thar he 


Wende that 1 hadde of bym so greet 
chiertoc ! 


T swoor that al my walkynge out by 
ryghte 


Was for tespyt wenches that he dighte. 

Under that colour hadde I many a myrthe, 

eat irene bo ce 
byrthe,— 

Deceité, epyng spyninyng, God hath 


4% woounen kyndély whil they may tyve ; 
And thus of o thyng [ avaunté me, 
Atte — i Sake the bettre im ech de- 


Hy sigh, ‘or force, or by som maner 


As by ae reurnvare oF grecchyme. 
Namely abedié hadden they wreschaunce 
Ther wolde T chide amd do hen no 


pleanznce 5 
1 wolde bo lenger ia the bet abyd 
If that I felte his arms over my 9 
Tithe had mead his eussoun unto me : 
Thanne wolte T suffre hym do his 


sachs ore 

And therfore every man this tale T tetle,— 
Wynne who so ay, for al is for to salle ; 
With empey foal mien may nove bs 


For os wolde Tal his fost endure 


ee SE Aes Whee that first to 


5 eae 





ty, 
‘And yet in bacoun hadde Pneves deli; 
PTesicioath cove that eee 
chide; 
For cams ee pope hadde seten heat 


I yok nascar erst ie one 

For, pee sronte T quitte hens word 
for wort. 

As helpe ine verray God onmipotent, 

Though [ right now sholde make my 
testament, 

Tre owe bem nat a word that if mys quit. 

L broghte it so abouté by my wit 

‘That they moste yeve it up as for the 


Or ellés hadde we never boen in testert 


Thanne wolde I seyé, ¢ 
taak keepe,— 
How waakely: Jooketh — Wilkym, ons 


Gum nee, ay opts lace 
cheke 


fi 
Ye sholdé been a pacient and meke, 
And han a sweeté, spicéd conscience, 
Sith ye so preche of Jobés paciences 
Suffreth alse, syn ye so wel kan preche, 
And, bt, ye doy cote, we al aw 


That fis Bl 10 havea wyf in pees. 
on of wr two moste bowen, domtdlees, 


grone? 
Is it for yo woldé have my queynte allone ? 
‘Wy, taak ital! lo, hae it every deel t 
Peter! I eee yow, tut ye lowe if 


Vor it wold alle my belé chose 

1 koudé watke as fressh as is a rose 
Bat T wol kepe ft for youre owene tooth. 
Yelbe to blame, by Godt I sey yow soothe 
Swiche manors word: bd fel 


Now ol. spehon of my. fort 
housbonde. 
My fourthé housbonde was @ reveloury 


160 








And for hire diverse disposicioun 
Each falleth in otheres exaltacionn 5 
And thus, God woot, Mercurie is desolat 
In Pisces, wher Venus is exaltat 
‘And Venus falicth ther Mercurie is reysed ; 
‘Therefore no womman of no clerk is 
‘The clerk whan he is oold, and may 
noght do 
Of Venus werkés worth his oldé sho, 
‘Thanne sit he doun and writ in his dotage 
‘That wommen kan nat _ hir mariage. 
But pow to purpos why I toldé thee yn 
‘That I was beten for a book, Aurdec, 
poe ht Jankyn, that was oure sire, 
Redde 00 his book, as he sat by the fire, 
‘Of Eva first, that for bir wikkedness: 
Was al mankyodé broght to wrecehed- 


neste 5 
For which that Jesus Crist hymself was 


slaya, 
‘That boghte us with his herté blood agayn. 
Lo, heere expres of womman may ye fynde, 
‘That wommuan was the los of al mankynde. 
ho reds be me bow Sampson ae 


SI his kit ith, ir 

Sean Temman bitte it with fir 
heres j 

Thurgh which tresown.loste he bothe his 


‘Tho redde heme, if that I shal nat lyen, 
Of Hercules and of his Dianyre, 
‘That casséd hysn to sete hymself afyre. 
‘No thyng forgat be the penaunce and wo 
‘That Socrates hadde with his wyvés two; 
How Xantippa caste pisse upon his heed. 
‘This soly man sat stille as he were deed ; 
He ak ach his heed, namooré dorste he 
m 
But, VEY that thonder stynté comth a 
reyn !' 


OF Phaipba, that. was. the quote of 
Crete, 


Se Bet wrth oak. 
ES sere, 1 





For shrewednesse hym thoughte the tal 
swete. 
Fy! speke namoore ; it isa grisly thyng, 
of hire bore 1st ad 
ikermysten, 
‘That falsly made ‘hire hossboode foe to 


dye; 
He redde it with fal good devocioun. 
He tolde me eck for what cccasiown 740 
Amphiorax at Thebés loste his tyfs 
Myn houshonde hadde « ‘of his 


wyl, 

Eriphitem, that for an ouche of gpokl 
Hath privély unto the Grekés told 
Wher that hir housbonde hidde hym im 


a place, 
For which he hadde at Thebés 
Doane ere eee 
ps berar se hir housbondes 


That oor fs lve, that cote wasn 

Lyma hir housbonde, upon am even 

Empoysoned hath, for that she was 
fo; 

Lela likerous loved hire housbonde 

‘That, for he sholde alwey upon 
thynke, 

She yaf hym swich a manere lovédrynke 

That he was decd, ex it were bythe 
morwe; 

And thus algatés housbondés han sorwe, 

‘Thanne tolde be me how oan Latumyus 

Compleyned, unto his felawe Arrius, 

‘That in his gardyn growéd swich = tree, 

On which, he seyde, how that his wyves 
thre 


hemsclf for herté despitus, 

leevé beother," quod this Arius, 
“Vif me a plante of thilké blisséd tree, 
‘And in my gardyn planted it shal be 1” 
Of latter date of wyvés hath he red, 
Tete its Sey 
And lete hir lecchour dighte hire/al the 

nyght, 
pita ceaet sf arene ee 


Ao as a 


757 Lobes: ‘Map calls him Pacuris, 


164 








Telle of » somoaour swich a tale or two 
‘That alle the folk shal laughen’ in this 


‘Novels, Freré, I bishrewe thy face,’ 
‘Quod this Spmonour, ‘and I bishrewé me 


anon’ ; Bye 
And seydé, ‘Lat the womman telle hire 
tale 5 
Ye fare as folk that dronken ben of ale, 
Do, dame, telle forth youre tale, and 
that is best.” 
“Al redy, sire,’ quod she, ‘right ns 


yrow lest 3 
Tf L have licence of this worthy Frere," 
*Yis, dame,’ qood he, ‘tel forth, and 
heere,’ 


WIFE OF BATH'S TALE 


In tholdé dayés of the Kyng Arthouy, 
OX witch that Bvilons opekan greet 


greté charitee and prayeres 
and othere hooly freres, 





In every or under 
‘Ther bs hoon ootber cess bg 


tree, 
be, ste 
And he ne wol doo hem non dishonor, 
‘And so bifel it that this kynge, Arthowr, 
Hadde in his hous a lusty bacheler 
‘That on a day cam ridynge fro ryver, 
And happéd that, alone as she was bors, 
a maydé walkynge hym biforn, 


deed hal 
By cours of lawe, and sbolde han lost his 


Pariventure swich was the statut thoy 

‘Bat that the queene and othere ladyes ma, 

So longé preyéden the yng of ences 

‘Til he his lyf bym graunted in the place, 

‘And yuf hym to the queene al at hie wille 

To chest wheither she wolde hym save 
‘or spille, 

‘The queene thanketh the kyng with al 

hir mypht, 

‘And after this thus spak she to the 

‘Whan that she saugh hir tyme upon aday = 

‘Thou standest yet,” quod she, ‘in swich 


array, 
‘That of thy lyf yet hastow no suretec, 

I grante thee lyf, if thow kanst tellen me 
What thyng is it that wommen:tmoost 


desiren,— 

Be a and keepe thy nckké-becn from 
iren,— 

And Yf thou kanst nat tellen it anon, 

Yet shal I yewe thee levé for to goa. 

A twelf-moath and a day, to seche uml 


leere 
An answere seffisant in this mateeres gue 
Axi suretee wol I han, er that thou pace, 
‘Thy body for to yelden in this place.” 
yh seem om. BH 
x (Se 











be." 

* Nay,’ qeod the Somonour, ‘tat 4 
seye to me 
Whatso.hiym list, —whan it comth to 


FRIAR'S TALE 
Heere bigynncth The Freres Tale 
Whilom ther was dwellynge in my 


Of contractes, and of lakke of sacramentr, 
And ock of tany another manere cryme, 
Which nedeth nat rehercen for this tyme 
‘Of usure, and of symonye also, " 
But ceriés, leechours dide he prettest wo ; 
They sholdé syngen if that they were hent; 
‘And smalé tytheres weren foule y-shent ; 
If any persone wolde upon bem pleyne 
‘Ther eee asterte hym no pecunyal 





‘They weren in the erchédeknes book; 
Aan dha te he, chang ee 


Foret to docs hen eareeeae 0 
piney etatmcantia 
A was noon in 

For subsith 

That a 


fe koold spare sf Lecchoure seat 
To techen bym to foure and twenty m0; 
For thogh this somononr wood was as 
an hare, 

To tlle bis harlotrye T wol mitt spare, 
For we been out of his 
They han of us no juristiceioan, 
Ne never shullen, terme of alle hit 

* Peter! so been the wommers of the 


styves, 

Quod the Somonour, ‘y-put out of my 
cure! 

“Pees! with myschance and with 

mysiventure 1? 
seyde our Hoost, *and tat hym 
telle his tale. a 

Now telleth forth, the 
RES 


the Frere, 
Hadde alwey bawdés redy to his ond, 


As apy hauk to lure in Eogelond, aso 

‘That tolde bym al the secree that they 
knewe, 

For hire > AEORyDANNC® Wet AE come of 


imenaeredt hts appromarcyelaae 

He took bymeelf « greet peyeticr 

His maister knew sat alwey what he wan, 

Withowten mandément, a Jewéd man 

He He koade some, 00 peyne of Celie ey 

And they were glade to fillé wel his: ape 

And make hym greté feestés atte 

‘And rightas Judas hadde purses smmale, 1399 

And was theef, right swich atheef was he. 

‘His maister hadde but half his duitée: 

‘He was, if I shal yeren hym bis 

A thee, and eck a semnour, and a 

He hadde eck wenches at bis retenue 

yea mabriliyy K prively: 
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I sparé nat to taken, God it woot, 
But if it be to hevy or to hoot, 
What I may gete im conse peivily 2 
No maner conscience of that hare 1; 


Nere myn extarcioun I myghte nat lyven, 

Nor of swiche japés wol Inat be shryven. 

Stomak, ne conscience, ne knowe I noon 

I shrewe thise shrifté-fadres everychoon ! 

Wel bo wo met, by God and by Seitst 
Jame! 

Ba, et brother, tel me thanne thy 


name,’ 
‘Quéd this somonour; ‘in this meené 
‘This cae Utel a] 
a litel for to smyle. 
“te, gan he, * gilto that f 
thee tell 
Tam a feend ; my dwellyng is in belle, 
‘And heere I ryde aboute my purchasyng, 
‘To wite wher men wol yeve me anythyng. 
My parchas is theffect ofal my rente. 1451 
Looke how thow xydest for the sume 
ontente. 
To wynné |, thou rekkest never how ; 
Right so. 1, for ryde 1 wolde right 
now 


In helié, ther ye been in youre estat 2? 46> 
Nay, certeinly,’ quod he, ‘ther have 





[As moost able:ls ome poplar aaa 
“What maketh yow to ban al) this 


lade dis fen’ * bu a6 yoga 


‘The dey i short, and is passed pryme, 
erpetdareaiy preter en 
T wol entende to wynayng 1 wit 
And nat entende our wittés to: 

For, brother myn, thy wit isal to bare 989 
‘Tounderstonde, althogh [tolle hem thee. 


Whan that hym list, upon his cretitures, 
In divers art and in diverse figures. 
Withouten hym we haye no tmyght, 


certayn, 
If that hym list to stonden ther agayn. 
And somtyme, at oure prayere, han we eve 
Oonly the bodly and nat the soulé greve 5 
‘Witnesse on Job, whom that wediden woy 
And somtyme ban we myght of bothé 
two, 
This is to seyn, of soale and body ekes 
And sontyme be we suffred for to seke 
Upon a man and doon his soule snreste, 
And nat his body, and al is for the beste. 
Whan he withstandeth oure temptacioun: 
It is a cause of his savacioum,— 
Al be it that it was nat oure entente 
He sholde be sauf, but that we wolde: 
bym hente,— ‘een 
And somtyme be we servant unto man, 
As to the erchébisshope, Seint Dumstams 
And to the Apostles servant eck was I, 
“Yet tol me,’ quod the somononr, 
‘feithfully, 
Make ye yow newe bodies then alma 
Of elements?’ 
“Nay, 
Somtyme we feyne, and somtyme we myst 
With dedé bodyes, in ful sondry 
And speke as tenably and faire ada 


Dis eM ate alee 








157271639 

This somoccur to his brother gan to 
romne i 

*Brother,' quod he, *hocre woneth an 
odd rebekke 

That hadde almoost as Wef to tese hire 


sompne hire unto oure office, 
Ged woot, of hire knowe I'no 


But, for th thon ‘kanst nat, a8 in this contree, 

Wynné thy cost, taak’ heer cama of 
me." 

This somonour clappeth at the Spine 


"Com des quod he, * thou oldé virytrate t 
i pete ou task som frere or preest with 
et 


“Who clappeth ?? seyde this wyf, 
‘ denedicitee ! 

God save you, sire ! what is youre sweeté 
wille?? 


“1 have,' quod he, of somonaunce a 
bile; 
Up of cursyng looké that thou be 
cad bifore the ee knee, 
‘answere to the court of certeyn thynges.” 
Now, Lond,’ quod she, ‘Crist Jhess, 
yng of kynges, 
helps me, as Ene may | 
1 sity es ma 
T may nat go s0 fer," quod she, ‘ne ryde, 
Burd be deed, so peiketh it in my syde. 
May I nat axe a libel, sire somonour, 
‘And answere there by my prociratour 
‘Toswich thyng as men wole opposen me?” 
+Vis)’ good th this somononr, ‘pay anon 


Atwell peas to ers meand I wole thee acquite, 
I shal no profit han therby bat tite, _stoo 
My taister hath the profit, and nat I. 
Com of, and lat me ryden hastily ; 
Gif me twelf pens, 1 may no kenge tarye 

‘ 1? quod she, “now yy, 

Sane Markt 

‘So wisly help me out of care and synne, 


a the a + 





TUE CANTERBURY TALES 


‘This wydé world thogh that I sboldé 
Ne have at t twelf pens withiene syn 


Yehoowea vel int Tan poses 

Kithé yourealinesse on me, pouré wrecche,? 

“Nay, thusne,? quod he, ‘the foake 
foend me feeche, 


me vas 
If I thexcusé though thou shual be spilt! 
‘Alas !' quod she, ‘God woot D have 


po gilt. 
‘Pay me |” quod he, ‘or by the sweete 
Seinte Anne, 
As I wol bere awey thy newé panne 
For dette which that thou owest me of 


oldy— 
Whan that thou madest thyn bousbonde 
cokéwold 
1 payde at hoom for thy correecioun,” 
"Thom lixt 1” qued she, ‘by my envae 
cious 
Ne was I never er now, wydwe nc 
Somoned wate youre coat el gy 
Ne never I nas but of my body trewe, stax 
Unto the devel, blak and rough of hewe, 


Yeve I thy body and my panne also t* 
And whan the devel herde hire cursen 


> 

Upos hir knees, he seyde in this maneres 

“Now, Mabély, myn owene moder deere, 

Is this youre wyl in ernest piper oe 
“The devel! quod she, +89 fecche hyn 


‘Nay, oldé stot! that is oat myn 
‘entente," 160, 
Quod this somonour, ‘for to repenté me 
For anyth; mg tae have bad nae 
1 wolde 1 Pade thy smok end. every 


“Nom, Feel quod the devil, *he 
nat wrooth ¢ 
ep boty ek this panne been myne by 


Thou with me to hell ret 

Where thou shalt knowen of oure 

Moore than a maister of ¢j Ped bym 

And with that word this fool feend 
hente. 


3 
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SUMMONER'S TALE 
Heere bigynneth The Sowonour his Tale 
Tordynges, ther is ia Yorkshire, as 1 


go, 
Amersshycontreecalléd Holdemesse, 1710 
In which ther wente a Tymytour aboute 
To ais and eek to begge, it is no 
doute. 


And so bifel that on a day this frere 

Hadide prochés at a chirche in his Tea 

‘And iy, aboven every thyng, 

Exdlied he the peple in bis hs prety 

To treatals, and to yeve for Goddes sske, 

Wherwith men tmyghté hooly houses make, 

Ther as diviné servyee is hondured, 

Nat ther as it is wasted and devoured, 

Ne ther it nedeth nat for to be yeve, s72t 

As to possessioncrs that mowen lyre, 

Thanked be God! in wele Sid Yao 
daunce. 


*Trentals,’ seyde he, 


penaunce 
Hit freendés soulés, as wel olde as youge 3 
Ye, whan that they been bastily y-songe, 
ak fog to olde 0 praca Jol eye 
‘He syngeth nat but o masse in a day, 
Detivereth oat,’ quod he, ‘anon, the 
soules f 
ra ae a is, with flesshbook of with 
179 
ap been ee ceti cs io tecen oc baie 
‘you Bastily for Cristés sake,” 
Rsk Read tee fel cape al the 


“deliveren fro 


entente 
With gud cam patre, forth his wey he wente, 
Whan folk in chirche had yewe him 
Leas \ger wolde be 
je went his wey, no | wi reste, 
Rika eppesct it tipped sta, y-tulckéd hye, 


to poure and 
‘And bes venaeth stl oat eae a 
Lis folawe hadde a safe tippSd with horn, 


7 seme h Tale. The ceatral incident of 
sen voy a oe 
son Parkakie wt, Engel. 


Tah Upped, Fl ppt. 


THE CANTERBURY TALES 


A Goddés halfpeny, oF a masse: 
Or yif us of youre brawn, if ye. 
A dagoun of youre blanket, leew dame, 
Our mane See ae 


Bacoun or bet, or svc yg 8 


(A sturdy fariot wente ay bem 
‘That was bir hostés-znan, and bar a 
And een ee leyde it on his 


‘And whan that he was out at dore anom, 
He planed awey the namés 
‘That he biforn had writen is his 
He servéd hem with nyfles and with fables. 
"Nay J ther thou lixt, ton Somer 
quod the Frere, 
“Peat gue ome Heat “for Crises 
deere 





mooder 
Ted hyn sd are tna a 
‘So thryre I, ‘Somonour, 50 


T shal! 
‘So longe he wenté, bous by hows, til be 
Cam til an hous ther he was wont to be 
Refresshéd moore than in an bundred 


Syk inf ttha koods ous he Rae 
place is; 

Bedrede upon a couché lowe he lay. 
‘Dass kde!’ quod he, +O Thomas, 
Thoma get ig aed yaagew 

fal of 

Have I upon this bench faren ful weet 
Heere have I ctes many a myrie mee]"; 

‘And eo dbname 


nd aden bi red his 
fo en ee 


adoun, 
His felawe was go walkéd into toun, 
178 






































THE CANTERBURY TALES 


This roial markys richély arrayed, 
Lords and lsdyes in his compaignye, 

‘The whiché to the feesté weren y-prayesl, 
And of his retenue the ee ectnaes "” 
With many a soun of sondry = 

Unto the Mierke onic which I tolde, 
In this array the righté wey han holde. 


Grisilde of this, God woot, ful innocent, 
‘That for hire shapen was al this array, 
‘To fecchen water at a welle is went, 
Ane event hoom as sone ax ever she 


Forwel she haddcherd seya that hile day 
The marks sholdé weds, and if she 


Seer tal ba soyun S sgh? 
She thoghte, ‘I wole with othere maydens 
stonde, 


That been my fetawes, in our dre and ve 

‘The markysesse, and therfore wl I fonde 
To doon at hoom as scone as it may be 
‘The labour which that longeth unto me ; 
And thasne I may at leyser hire biholde 
If she this wey unto the castel holde.’ 


‘And as she wolde over hie thresshfold yor 
‘The markys cam, and gan hite for to: 

And she set doun hir water pot anon go 
Biside the thresshfold in an oxés stale, 
And down upon hir knes she gan to falle, 
And with sad contenanct kneleth stille 
‘Til she had herd what was the lordts will, 


Thisthoghtful markysspak untothismayde 
Ful sobrety, and seyde in this manere + 
‘Where ix'youre fader, Grisildis?” he 


saydle 5 
‘And she with reverence, in humble cheere, 


Answeedé, * Lord, be is al redy here’; 
And in she gooth Wwithouten lenger lette, 
And to the markys she hir fader fete. ox 


ore pars 
t ry le 

sae Tticither may ne kan 

Lenger the plesance of myn herté hyde. 


67, richly, HD ly) 
cB I 


If that thou vouchésuf, what-so bitydte, 
Thy doghter wol T take, er that I-wende, 
As for my wyf unto hir lyvés ende. 


‘Thou lovest me, J woot if wel certeyn,. 
And art my feithful tigé man y-bore, gro 
And all that liketh me, I dar wel seyn, 
It liketh thee, and specially therfore, 
‘Tel me that poynt that I have seyd bifore, 


Tf that thou wolt unto that dmwe, 
To také me as for thy presi is 


‘This sodeyn cas this man astonyed so 
That reed he wax, abayst, and al quakyng 
He stood ; unnethés szytie he wordés mo, 
But ee thus; ‘Lord,’ quod he, *my 

weillyng m9 
Ts as ye wole, ne ayeynes youre 
1 wol ne thyng, ye be my lor 90 
Right as yow lust governeth this 


* Yet wol 1,’ quod this markys softély, 

“That in thy chambre, J, amd thou, 
and she, 

Haye a collacioun, and wostow why? 
For I wol axe if it hire willé be 
To be my wyf, and reule hire after me; 
And al this shal be doon in thy presence, 
Twol noght speka oat of thyu scilaal 


And in the chanbre whil they were 
aboute -~” 

Hit tretys, which as ye shal after heere, 
‘The peple cam unto the hous with-oute, 
And wondred hem in how honeste 


manere, 
And Bae ac she aoe ir fader deere ; 
But outrély Grisiidis wondré en} 
Force ca cdmeara a sighte. 
No wonder is thogh that she were astoned 
‘To seen so greet a gest come in that place; 
‘She never was to swiché , 
For which she lookéd with fal palé fice, 
Bat, shortly forth this talé for to chace, san 
‘Thise arn the wordés that themarkys 
To this benignd, vermy, feithfal 


234 Latif, Hendry 
3: aa ene 


490 
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THE CANTEKBURY TALES 


Noght oonly of Saluces in the toun ‘This markys in his herté tongeth so 


Publicéd was the bountce of bir nase. 
But cek biside in many & regioun, 

If oon seide wel, another seyde the same. 
‘Sospradde of hiré heighe bountee the fame 
‘That men and wommen, as wel yonge as 


olde, 
Goon to Saluice upon hire to bihold, 


‘Thus Walter lowely—nay, but roially— 
‘Wedded with fortunat honestétee, e 
In Goddés pees Iyveth ful esily 
Athoom, and outward grace ynogh had he; 
‘And for he swugh that under lowe degree 
Was ofté vertu hid, the peple hym heelde 
Appradent man, and that is seyn ful seclde, 


Nat oonly this Grisildis thargh 
Koude al the fect of wytly bem 
But eck, whan that the Ele 
‘The commiine profit kouds 
Ther nas discord, ey ne Pease 
Tn al that land, that she ne koude apese, 
And wisely Drynge hem alle in reste 

and ese. 


Though that bire housbonde absent were 
anon, 

Tf gentil men or othere of hire contree 

Were wrothé, she wolde bryngenhem aton; 

So wise and rypé wordés haddé she, 

And jeggémentz of so greet cquitec, 

‘That she from hevene sent was, as men 


40 


bir wit 


it, af ee 


wende, +e 

Peplé to save and every wrong tamende, 
Nat longé tyme after that this Grisild 
‘Was wedded, she a doghter hath y-bore, 
Athad hire levere have born a knavéchild, 
Glad Vn bm tmarkys and the folk ther- 


For though a maylé child coomeal bifore, 
She red unto a knavé child atteyne, 


By liklibede, syn she nys tat kareye, 


PART Ut 


ae 





ky aa! hir sadnesse for 10 


nowe, 

That he ne myghte cut of his besté throwe 

‘This merveillous desir his wyf tassaye 

Nedelees, God woot, he thoghte ative for 
taffraye, 


He hadde assayéd hire ynogh bifore, 

And foond rd ever goode, — what 
neded it 

Hire for to tempte, and alwey moore and 
moore ? 

Though som men preise it for a substil wit, 

But a3 for me, 1 seye that yvele it sit 460 

To assaye a wyf whan that it is no. nedey 

And putten hire in angwyssh amd in drede. 


For which this markys wroghte in: this 


manere 5 

He cam allone a nyght, ther as she 

With eco face and with fal 

And Pr “thus; ‘Grille,’ quod he, 
“that day 


‘That f yow took out of youre poure army 
Aud pute yow in estat’ of heigh 


nobleste,— 
Ye have nat that forgeten, as T gesse ? 


Tseye, present dignitee 470 

Teich ht ave pon a oy 

Maketh yow nat forgetful for 

‘That I yow jock a becruetiee ea 

For any wele ye moot youreselven knowe ; 

Trak heede of every word that I yow seye, 

Ther is no wight that bercth it but we 
tweyes 

Ye woot youreself wal how that ye cam 
heere 


Into this hous, it is nat Jonge ago, 
And though to me that ye be lief and 


deere, 
Unto my gentils ye be no thyng so 5 gfe 
They scynto hens it is and wo 
For to be subgets, and been in servage, 
To thee, that bom art of a smal village } 


son Chaucer is bare momch anivy setgbalis tha 
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THE CANTERBURY TALES 





But o thyng warne I yow, my freendés 
decre, 


Tar pap lg adore 

‘nat passé twenty 

Oold fissh and yong a fost wolde wolde I 
have fayn. 

Bet is, he, ‘a pyk than a pykerel, 

ep eee veel 
no womman thri . 

Sei etdiecas codon Kegon 

And eck thise oldé wydwés, God it woot, 

‘They konne so muchel craft on Wades 


boot, 

Se mucbe Groken harm, whan that hem 
cy 

That with hem sholde T never lyve in 


reste 5 

For sondry soolés maken sotile clerkis. 

Wornman ‘of manye soolis half a clerk is 5 
it certeynly a yo thyng may men gye, 

Right as men aay wex with eae 


Wherfore 1 inn cima 
I wol Boo Cold “wf han right for this 


cause; 
For if so were that I hadde swich mys- 


chaunce 
‘That f in hire ne kode han po pleswurice, 
‘Thanne sholde I lode my lyf in avoutrye, 
And go streight to the devel, whan I dj 
Ne children sholde I none upon hit 


geten 5 
Yet were me levere hourdés had me eten, 
‘Than that myn heritige sholde fatle 
Instraangé hand, and this I telle yow alle, 
T doté nat; I woot the caus why usr 
Men _ os and forthermoore 


SPE oak asy's min ol 

‘That woot nampore of ft than woot my 
For whiché causés man sholde take a wyf. 
‘Siththé he may nat lyvem chaast his lyf, 
‘Take yr a wyf wit greet devocloas, 





By cause of leveful 
Of ales, o thondur of Gabor, 
nat oonly: iF Ot jus 
‘And far. they abolse leccherye eletian 
And yelde"hie dees whan that they 


Or for croheee Pe of hem sholde helpes 
oother 

In meschief, asa suster shal the brother, 

gad lyve in chastitee fal bolily ; 

But, sirés, by youre leve, that am nat J, 
For, God be tinakéd; | demain 
I feele my lymés stark and suffiseant 
‘To do al that 4 man bilongetl to 
1 woot. my-selvon best ‘tat I agi 
Though T be hoor, I fare as dooth a tree 
‘That blosmeth, er that frayt'y-woxen bee 
And blosmy tree nys neither drye ne deed, 
I feele me nowhere hoor but on myn heed 5 
Myn tberte and alle my lymés been as 


grene 

As laurer thurgh the yeer is for to sent; 

And syn that ye ban herd al myn entente, 

I prey yow to my wyl ye wole assentes? 
Diversé men di 


‘certeyn, 
Bat atté laste, shortly for to seym, 
As al day falleth altercacioun 
Bitwixen freendés in disputisoun, 
‘Ther fil a stryf bitwixe his bretheren two, 
Of whiche that oon was cleped Placebo, 
Jastinns soothly calléd was that oother, 


Placebo seyde, “O Janusrie brother, 
Ful titet nede hadde ye, my bord so deere, 
Conseil to axe of any that is beere, 1486 
‘But that ye been 40 ful of sapienoe 
‘That yow ne liketh, for youre heighe 


Te wone iets the word of Salomon, 
‘This word seyde be wnto us everychon, 
*Wirk allé thyng by conseil,’ thies beyde Ire, 
* And thanné shaltow nat repenté thee” 
Bat though that Salomon spake eich 


a word, 
Myn owené deeré brother, and my lod, 
So wysly God my soulé brynge at reste, 


say tah 
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THE CANTERBURY TALES 


‘GROUP 


SF gi enesent, t this | Was hat rey pe ad ah 


Sect te 
ray as it semi u 
That never Jason, ne Parys of Troye,— 
Jason? Cértés, ne noon oother man 
sma Lameth wus, that alderfirst bigan <9 
lower two, as writen fol biforn 
Ne never, syn the Grsté man was born, 
Ne koudé man, by twenty thousand part, 
‘Countrefeté the sophymes of his art, 
Ne weré worthy unbokelen his galoche 
Ther doublenesse or feyuyng sholde 


ay > 
Neso koude thanke a wight ashe dice me! 
His manere was an hevene for to soe 
Til any womman, were she never so wys, 
So peynted he, and kembde at point- 
sfo 
As wel his wordés as his contenaunce 5 
And I so loved hym for his obeisaunce, 
And for the trouthe I deméd in his herte, 
‘That if'so were that any thyng hym smerte, 
Al wore it never so lite, and I it wiste, 
Methoughtel felté deoth mynhertétwiste ; 
And shortly, so ferforth this thyng is went, 
‘That my wyl was his willés instrument, — 
This is to seyn, my wyl obeyer! his wyl 
In allé thyng, 2s fer ax rexoun fil, 5p 
Kepyngothe boundés of my worships ever; 
Ne never hadde I thyng so lief, ne lever, 
As hym, God woot! ne never shal namo. 
This lasteth lenger than # yoor or two 
That f su ‘of hym noght but good ; 
But finally thas, atté laste it stood, 
‘That Fortune woldé that he Saori twynne 
Out of that placé which that I was inne, 
me was wo, that is no questioun ; 
Tkan nat make of it discripsioun, so 
Far o thyng dare I tellen boldéty, 
Lknowe whatisthe peyne of deeth ther: by 5 
peciatereat Slee) fre. wa eaygion 


Se aay ome he ak ve, 
So sorwful ock that I wende verraily 
‘That he had fett as muché harm as I, 


el. fog Treitws, ap impowible reading. 


EOL 5 See 


worvefcl, BE serwefally, 





Bat nathélees T thoughte Ihe was'so free, 
And eek that he repairé sholde ageyn’ 
Withinne a lite) whilé, sooth to’seyn, 95 
And resoun ‘wolde eek: that aa SEO 
For his hondur, as ofte ie 0, 
‘That I made vertu of 
And took it wel, syn that it mosté be, 
As [best myghte I hidde fro hym mysoewe 
Johato 


‘And took hym bythe hood, 
Seriabpatent eee ours 
Aad. 5 4 am ie 
Bethawichas I to yowhave been ane shal 
What heanswerde it nedeth noght rehereng. 
Who kan sey bet than he, who kan do 


worse? eo 

Whan he hath al i-seyd, thanne hath be 
doon, 

spoon 


“Therfore biboweth hire fal 
‘That shal ete with a feend,” thus: 1 


seyes 

So atté Inste he mosté forth his 

And forth he fleeth ti) he cam ther | 
teste, 

Whan it cam hym to parpos for to neste. 

1 trowe he haddé thilké text inomynile, 

That “Allé thyng repeirynge to hls leyrabe 

Gladeth eben men, asf 


Men loven ea pop tye neweing 
nesse, 


‘As briddés doon that mea in eages fede, 
For though thon npght and day take of 


ar hede, 
And scanelr cog aie) aat een 
‘And yeve hem sugre, hony, breed and mill, 
Yet right anon as that his dore 
wo: 


So newifange) been they of Mas ea 

And loren novelrie of propré 

No gentillesse of blood pe may! 
ile, 


x bw 
“Thcagh he wereysn balay esa 
were genti 
And goodich for ‘fomblewad fee 
He sengh po ape kyté Rew, 


ets Caan ea tend: 


236 





GRrouP F 


SQUIRE'S TALE 


625-701 





‘And sodeynly he loved this kyté so 
That al his love is clene fro me ago, 
And hath his trouthé falséd in this wyse. 
‘Thus hath the kyte my love in hire servyse, 
And I am lorn withouten remedie.” 629 
And with that word this faucon gan tocrie, 
‘And swownéd eft in Canacéés barm. 
Greet was thesorwe for the haukés harm 
That Canacee and alle hir wommen made; 
They nysté how they myghte the faucon 
glade, 
But Canacee hom bereth hire in hir lappe, 
‘And softély in plastres gan hire wrappe, 
Ther as she with hire beek hadde hurt hir- 
selve. 
Now kan nat Canacee but herbés delve 
Out of the ground, and maké salvés newe 
Ofherbés preciouse, and fyne ofhewe, 640 


To heelen with this hauk ; fro day to nyght | 
! Of eloquencé that shal be thy peere, 


She dooth hire bisynesse and al hir myght, 
And byhire beddés heed she mace amewe, 
‘And covered it with veluettés blewe, 

In signe of trouthe that is in wommen sene, 

And al withoute themeweis peynted grene, 

In which were peynted alle thise falsé 
fowles, 

As beth thisetidyves, tercélettesand oles; 

‘And pyés, on hem for to crie and chyde, 

Right for despit, were peynted hem bisyde. 

‘Thus lete I Canacee, hir hauk kepyng, 
I wol namoore as now speke of hir ryng 
Til it come eft to purpos for to seyn 
How that this faucon gat hire love ageyn, 
Repentant, as the storie telleth us, 

By mediacioun of Cambalus, 

The kyngés sone, of whiché I yow tolde; 

But hennés-forth I wol my proces holde 

To speken of aventures and of batailles, 

That never yet was herd so greet mer. 
vailles, 

First wol I tellé yow of Cambyuskan,” 
That in his tymé many a citce wan; 
And after wol I speke of Algarsif, 

How that he wan Theodera to his wif, 

*For whom fal ofte in greet peril he was, 
Ne hadde he ben holpé by the steede of 


bras ; 
And after wol I speke of Cambalo, 


These two lines are reversed in the 
sie SEY GaSb Omitting And! 





That faughtin lystés with the bretherentwo 
ForCanacee, cr that hemyghtehire wynne 
And ther I lefte T wol ageyn bigynne. 670 


[Part it) 
Appollo whirleth up his chaar so hye, 
Til thatthe god Mereurius hous, the slye— 


Here folwen ‘the sobiides of ‘the Frankelyn 
to the Squier, and the wordes of the 
Hoost to, the Frankelyn 


“In feith, Squier, thow hast thee wel 
y-quit 

And gentilly, I preisé wel thy wit,? 

Quod the Frankeleyn, ‘considerynge thy 
yowthe 

Sofeclyngly thouspekest, sire, Iallowe the, 

‘As to my doom ther is noon that is here 


If that thou lyve! God yevé thee good 
chaunce, 
And in vertu sende thee continuaunce; 68 
For of thy speche I havé greet deyntee. 
T have a sone, and, by the Trinitee ! 
T haddé levere than twenty pound worth 
lond, 
Though it right now were fallen in myn 
hond, 
He were a man of swich discrecioun 
‘As that ye been ; fy on possessioun, 
But if a man be vertuous withal ! 
[have my soné snybbéd and yet shal, 
For he to vertu listeth nat entende, "689 
But for to pleye at dees, and to despende 
‘And lese al that he hath, is his usage ; 
‘And he hath levere talken with a page 
Than to comune with any gentil wight, 
There he myghte lerné gentillesse aright.’ 
“Straw for youre “ gentillessé,” ? quod 
our Hoost. 
“What! Frankéleyn, pardee, sire, wel 
thou woost 
That ech of yow moot tellen atté leste 
A tale or two, or breken his biheste.’ 
‘That knowe I wel, sire,’ quod the 
Frankéleyn, 
“Lprey yow haveth me nat in desdeyn 700 
Though tothis man I spcke aword or two.” 
672. The ‘half-told” tale breaks off bere. 
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1180-1247 


ba te bra he bad knowe lis old 

tio 

Asdnestieecaigm iat eytediores 

For whieh he weep ful ofté many « teere. 

‘Doun of his bors Aarelius = lighte anot, 
And forth with this is he gon 

Hoom to tris hous, and madeo hem wel 


at ose; 
‘Hers takkeéd no vitallle that myghte lem 


lese, 
So wel arrayed hous as ther was oon 
Aurelia in his lyf singh ever noon, 

Tle shewed hym, er ho wenté to sopeer, 
Forestéx, és fal of wilde deers +190 
Thee sa he hartés with hr horns hy, 
The gretteste that were ever seyn with 


eye, 
eae slayn with 
And somme with arwés blede of bittré 


woursles, 
‘He suayh, whan voycled were thise wilde 
deer 


ty 
Thise fuconers upon a thir ryver, 

‘That with hirhawkes han theberoun slays, 
Tho saugh be knyyhiés justyng tts playr, 
And after this he dide byw swich ph 


aunce 

That he lyym shewod his lady un a daunce, 

On which hymself be dauncéd, as hym 
thoughte ¢ 

And what this taister thar this magyk 


Big ® vs eee es ie dager ‘hi ts 


Sah SaceeaiAD cand evel ren spa! 
And yet remoeved they never out of the 
Iwo 


ik 

‘Whil theysaugh al this sighté merveillous : 

‘Burt tn leis stodie, ther as his bookés be, 

‘They seten stile, and no wight but they 
thre. 

‘Te hyns thie maister calléd bis squier, 
And seyde: hast ‘Ta redy ore soper? 
Almoost as ir is, TF undertake, tore 
Sith T yow bad oure soper for to mike, 
‘Whi that thise worthy men wenten with 


et 
Into my studie, ther os my bookés be." 
feos. wee age, Cont tad 





THE CANTERBURY TALES 


*Sire," quod this squier, whan it liketh 


yow 

cis al redy, though ye wol right now! 

“Go we thanne supe,’ quod be, *as for 
the beste 


1 
This amorous folk somtymé moote han 
hir reste." 
At after soper fille they in tretee 
What sommé sholde this malstrés perdoun 
ve — 
To remoeven alle the rokkés of Brita 
Anil eek from Gerounde to Yhe mouth 


He es tay it straunge, an! swoor, so 
God bym save | 
Lasse than a thoeamnd pound he wobde 


‘nat have, 
Ne gladly for that somme he wokde mat 
goon, 
Aurelius, with btisfal herte amoon, 
Answerdé thus; * Fy on a thomsand: 


pound ! 
This wydé world, which that men seye 
is round, 
T wolde it yeve, if F were lord of it t 
This bargayn is ful dryve, for we Le 
tenyt 
Ye shal be, paytd trewely, by my sooty 
Bat looketh now, for no necligence: Or 
stouthe 
Yetarie us hecre no lenger than fo morwe,! 
Nay,’ quod this clerk, “have heer ny: 
feith to borwe." 
To bedde is goon Auretius whan tym 


deste, 

And wel ny al that nyght be tindde his 
reste. 

‘What for his Inbour, aod his hope af 
biise, 


His woful herte of penatenoe hallow Hasty 
Upoa the morwe, whan that itwas day, 

‘To Britaigne tooké they the righté way,— 

Aurelius und this magicien besyde¢ vagy 

And been descended ther they wolder 

Anil this was, ms thiive bookés mel 

‘The coldé, frosty sevoun of Decembee, 
Phebus wox old, anit hewdd lyk Eaten 

That in his hooté declynacioun 

Shoon as the buméd gold, with stremés 

baighte 5 


bead 








Nat that I chalange anythyng of right, 
Of yow, my sovereyn lady, but youre 


grace, — 
Bat in « gardyn yond, at swich a place, 
‘Ye woot right wel what ye bi 


Abt lye vouckeanat, ye ty go sec. 
Dooth as yow fist, have youre biheste in 


mynde, 
For, quyk or deed, right there ye shal me 


le. 
In yow lith al to do me lyve of deye,— 
Buk wel I woot the rokkés been aweye." 

He taketh bis leve and she astonicd 


tool 5 
In al bir fact nas a drope of blood, 1340 
eee erewa cere Ra wich A 


trappe 
‘At sho, * that ever this sholde 


ean ore by possibilitee, 
That swich a monstre or merveille myghté 


be; 

Tt is agayns the proces of nature.” 
Anil boom she goth a sorweful creiiture,— 
For verray feere unethé may she go. 
She wepeth, wailleth al a day oF two, 
And swowneth, that it rowthé was to see ; 
But why it was to mowight toldé shee, 1350 
Far out of towne was goon Arveragus. 
But to hirself se spak, and seydé thus, 
With facé pale and with fal sorweful cheer, 
In hire compleyat as ye shal after beere. 

mest quod she, ‘on thee, Fortune, 

pleyne, 

Thatwowar wrapped hast me inthycheyne, 
For which tescape woot I 50 soooar, 
Save conly decth or ellés dishorionr, 
Oon of this two bihoveth me to chase, 
But nathélees yet have I levere fese yo. 
My Uf, than of my Bexly have a shanse, 
Or knowe myvelven fils, oF fese nsy name j 


stories referred to in 
eeremneee tes ere 

rath f 
U2 ta Missed : 





i for tareste, 
rem biforn bem in 
| and recs ra tem in ep 
‘And in bir fadrés blood. they made hem 
co —God her: 
Upon epaneaients yeve mys 


For which thise woful maydens,fulofdredey 


Rather than they wolde lose hir mayen. 
hede 
‘They privély bees stirt into e welle, 
And dreyntehemselven, as the booksts tlle, 
* They of Mecené lecteenqucreandseke, 


On witha en woblca Soon Hien 


But was ther noon of al that 

‘That she) a, and with a good enteste 

Chees prey to dyé, than assent 

To been oppressed of hit maydeahede, 

Why sholde I thanne to dyé been in dredet 
“Lo, eck the tirant Aristiclidesy 


Fro sith yaoat nee she vet wo 

No wight ne myghte hir kandes of itaraee 

Ti Mt Se ae 
“Now sith t 


Wel oghte a wyf 
Than be defouléd, as it tyke me 
«What shal T seyn of H <a 
‘That at Cartage bine birself hie 
For whan she saugh that Rotnayns wan! 


toun, 
She took hix childrenalie, and; 
toto the fyr, aed ches nither pe 
‘Than any Romayn dide hire 


3. einer tyrant of Orchanpesa 
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THE Aaa TALES 


‘oKour 





rycen te the hyens tyne iat eoani ay 


“ny 
But with that word he beast anoa to wepe, 
Rares Lye eis ap peyne of 


‘That never whil thee lasteth lyf me breeth, 
‘To no wight telle thou of this dverture,— 
As tmay best E wot my wo endare,— 
Ne make no contenaper of herynesse 
That folk of yow may demen harm or gesse.” 
Andforthheclepedasquicrandamaydes 
*Gooth forth, anon, with Dorigen,’ he 


sayde, 

“And bryngeth hire toswich » place, anon.’ 
They take hir leve and om hir wey they gon, 
But they ne wisté why she thider wente : 
He noldé no wight tellen his entente, 

Pardventure an heepe of yow, y-wis, 
Wol holden-hym a lowed man in this, 
That he wol patte his wyf in jupartic. 
Hierkneth the tale, er ye upon hire cries 
She may have bettré fortune than yow 


eemeth } 

And, whan that ye han herd the tale, 
denseth, 

‘This squicr, whieh that highte Aurelius, 


On Dorigen that was so amorus, 
Of aventuré happéd hire to meete 
Amydde the toun, right in the quykkest 
atrete, 
Asshe was bown (o goos the wey forth right 
Toward the: » theras she had hight ; 
And be vers to the gardynward also; 
For wel he spyéd whan she woldé go 
‘Out of hir hous to any maner place ; 
But thus they mette, of dventure or grace, 
And he saloweth hire with glad entente, 
And nsleéd of hire whiderward she wente ; 
oe she answérdé, half as she were cary 
“Unto the gardyn, as myn hoasbonde bail, 
My trouthé for to bolde, alas! allas 1” 
Aurelins gan woodren on this cas, 
And in his herte: iclaneaceam 
Of hire and of hire lamentacioun, 
And of Arveragus, the worthy 
‘Phat had hive hobden al that she had 
peta tees te laa 
frouthe 


Bt. hom. Te 
prov ak mid 


ipo 


Tana in in ste cae k= 

Conkiderynge the beste qaevecy Seana 
‘That fro his hast yet werehymn| spat 
‘Teas doce helhs Sala 

AM yas nmi st al geile 
a 


For which in fewe sey be thts: 
‘ meee seyeth to youre low, Arver= 


‘That sith Tse his greté gentillesse 
Toyo dk foe wa aaa 
‘That him were levere han wr den 
that were routhe,—— 

Than ye to me sholde becké thus youre 
| trouthe, ast 
T have wel lovere ever to euffre wo, 
| ‘Than I departe the lowe bitwix yrine twos 
| Lyow relesse, madame, into youre howd 
| Quyt every surément and every hood 
That ye ban mand to me as beer 

Sith thilké tymé which that ye were barns 
My trouthe I plighte, I shal yow never 


repreve 

Of no biheste, and beere I take my ler, 

As of the treweste and the besté wyf, 

That ever yet I knew in al my lyf sg 
of hire 


‘Thes kan a squier doom a 
As wel as isan a knyght, wi 
She thonketh hym upon hir knees al 
bare, 


And boom unto hir housbondle is she fare, 
And tolde hym al, as ye bas berd me, 
Aa einate hee eas 
‘That it were le me lo wryte, 
‘What sholde I lenger of this cas emdyte ? 
Arveragus and Dorigene his wyf — sgsv 
In sovereyn Dlissé Jeclen forth hir lyf, 
Never eft ne was ther angre bem bitwene, 
He cherisseth hire, as though she were @ 


queene, 
And she was to hym trewe for evermoora. 
Of thisé folk ye gete of me namoore, 
Aurelius, that his cost hath alll forlorn, 
(Curseth the tyne that ever he was 
‘Alas 1" quod be, © merece 
Of puréd god a thonsand 
Unto this philesopbre? oral 
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1562-7 





Ise namoore but that I am fordo ; 
Myn heritagé moot I nedés selle, 
And beena beggere ; heere may Inatdwelle 
And shamen al my kynrede in this place, 
But I of hym may geté bettre grace ; 
But nathélees I wole of hym assaye 
At certeyn dayés, yeer by yeer, to paye, 
And thanke hym of his greté curtcisye. 
Mytrouthé wol I kepe, I wol nat lye.’ 1570 
With herté soor he gooth unto his cofre, 
‘And broghté gold unto this philosophre, 
The value of fyve hundred pound, I gesse, 
And hym bisecheth, of his gentillesse, 
To graunte hym dayés of the remenaunt, 
And seydé, ‘ Maister, Idar wel makeavaunt 
I failléd never of my trouthe as yit, 
For sikerly my detté shal be quyt 
Towardés yow, however that I fare 
To goon a-begged in my kirtle bare; 1580 
But wolde ye vouchésauf, upon scuretce, 
Two yeer, or thre, for to respiten me, 
Thanne were I wel, for ellés moot I selle 
‘Myn heritage ; ther is namoore to tele.” 
“This philosophre sobrely answerde, 
And seydé thus, whan he thise wordés 
herde : 
* Have I nat holdé covenant unto thee?’ 
“Yes, certés, wel and trewély,” quod he. 
* Hastow nat had thy lady as thee liketh?? 
* No, no,’quod he, andsorwefilly hesiketh. 
« What was the causé; tel me if thou kan.” 
Aurelius his tale anon bigan, 
‘And tolde hym al, as ye han herd bifoore; 
It nedeth nat to yow reherce it moore. 
He seide, ‘ Arveragus, of gentillesse, 
Hadde levere dye in sorweand in distresse, 


Than that his wyf were of hir trouth¢ fals? ; 
‘The sorwe of Dorigen he tolde hym als,— 
How looth hire was to been a wikked wyf, 
And that she levere had lost that dayhirlyf, 
And that hir trouthe she swoor thurgh 
innocence, 1601 

She never erst herd speke of apparcnce ; 
j ‘That made me han of hire so greet pitee, 
| And right as frely as he sente hire me, 
As frely sente I hire to hym ageyn ; 
This is al and som, therisnamoore to seyn.’ 

This philosophre answérde, ‘ Leevé 
i brother, 
Everich of yow dide gentilly til other ; 
Thou art a squier, and he is a knyght, 
| But God forbedé, for his blisful myght, 16:0 
But if a clerk koude doon a gentil dede, 
As wel as any of yow, it is no drede. 

* Sire, Ireleessé thee thy thousand pound 
As thou right now were cropen out of the 

ground, 

Ne never er now ne haddest knowen me; 
. For, sire, I wol nat taken a peny of thee 
For al my craft, ne noght for my travaille. 
Thou hast y-payéd wel for my vitaille ; 
It is ynogh, and farewel, have good day !’ 
And took hishors, and forth hegothhisway. 


Lordynges, this questioun, thanne, 
wolde I aske now, + x61 
Which was the moosté fre, as thynketh 
yow? 
Now telleth me, er that ye ferther wende, 
I kan namoore, my tale is at an ende. 


1620. Chaucer has forgotten that Aurelius came 
tothe philosopher, not the philosopher to Aurelius. 


GROUP G 


SECOND NUN’S TALE 
The Prolage of the Seconde Nonnes Tale 


THe ministre and the norice unto vice 
Which that men clepe in English ydel- 
nesse, 

Seconde Nonnes Tale, a translation, at first 
close, afterwards free, of the life of St. Cecilia in 
the Legenda Aurea of Jacobus de Voragine. 
The anes on idleness ware probably sungentcd 
by the Prologue of the French t: itor, Jehan 





That porter at the gate is of delices, 
To eschue, and by hire contrarie hire 


oppresse,— 

That is to seyn, by leveful bisynesse,— 

Wel oghten we to don al oure entente, 

Lest that the fend thurgh ydelnesse us 
hente, 





de Vignay, but in the Tale Chaucer follows the 
tin. 
1 "x porter, asin the Roman de la Rose. 
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The workd hath wist what it fs worth 
certeyn, 

Devocioun of chastites to love.') 

Thoabewéd hymCecile,alopenand pleyn, 

‘That alle ydoles nys but a thyng in veyn;: 

For they been dombe and thesto they 


‘been deve, 
And chargéd hym his ydoles for to leve. 
* Who so that troweth nat this, a beest 
he is,” 


Quod tho Tiburce, ‘if thas I sbal at tye," 
And shegan kisse his brest that herdé this, 
‘And was ful glad he koude trouthe espye. 
“This day 1 také thee for myn allye,” 
Scydé this blissful, fairé maydé, deere, 
‘And after that she seydle as ye may heere: 


‘Lo, right x soas the love Se ee she, 
*Made me thy brotheres wyf, right In 
that wise 


Anon for myn allye heer take f thee, 
Sym that chou wolt thyme yells despises 

ith thy brothernow, and thee baptise, 
Aud wink the ceot 9 thit thou sows 


biholde 
The angeles face, ‘of which thy rother 
tole." 


Tiburce answerde and seydé, * Brother 


dere, 

First tell me whider f shal, 
man?” 

*To whom ?’ quod he; *com forth with 

good cheere; 

1 wol thee lede unto the Pope Urban.' 

‘Til Urban, brother myn Volerian ?* 

Quod tho Tiburce ; ‘woltow me thider 
lode? 

Me thynketh that it were a wonder dede. 


Ne menestow nat Urban, quod he tho, 
* That is 30 oft dampnéd to be deed, yo 
And woneth in halkes alwey to and fro, 
Anil dar nat onés putté forth his heed ? 

Men sholde hym brennen in a fyr so teed, 
If he were founde, or that men myghle 


And wets teh compaiznyes | 


14 Y 
on reuse aaanoter — esta cogeatum,’ 


and to what 





And ‘il we len att 
‘That is y-hid f hevene 
Alyate y-brend in this 

To whom Cecile answerdé 
«Men myghten dreden wel and skilfilly 
‘This lyf tolese, myneowene deert beothel, 
i ett lyvynge conly, and soit 

ers 


But ther is bettre lif in other place, 
‘That never shal be koit, ne drede thee 


noght, 
Which Goddés sone us toldé thungh Bie 


grace 5 
‘That Fadréssonehath alléthyng 

‘And al that wroght is with a: 

The Goost, that fro the Fader gan| 

Hath sowled heen, withouten any dredé 


By word and by myricle, Goddés some, 
Whan he was in this world, declaréd jheere | 
‘That ther was oother lyf ther men may 


wone,” 
To whom amwerde Tiburce, ‘O suster 
dee 


Fey 
No fow right now kn this 
sr eee ea Tort ia svete 


nesse,"*— 
And now of three how maystow bere 
witnesse 2" 


‘That shal T tellé,' quod she, *ere T go 
Right as a man hath sapbences three, 
Memoric, engyn, and intellect also, 
So in o bepnge of divinitee 
Thré persGoss say ther ight wal Meath 
Tho gan she hymi ful bisely to preche 
Of Cristés come, and of his peynés tocher 


And many plats of hs 


i ard is world wns 


To doon igen vet ayn remissioun, 
That was sbonnled rede syane and cards 


coldes 
Al this thyng she unto ‘Tiburce tolde, 
20 ihe Chance a ve 


eo oe ee 


a 
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489-554 





Trecché nat what wrong that thou me 
profre, 
Far can sufre it as a philosophre, 490 


But thilké wrongés may I nat endure, 
That thou spekest of oure goddés here,’ 
quod he. 

Cecile answerde, ‘O nycé creature ! 
Thoa seydest no word syn thou spak to me 
That I ne knew therwith thy nycétee, 
And that thou were in every maner wise 
A lewéd officer and a veyn justise ! 


Ther lakketh no thyngto thyneouttereyen 

That thou nart blynd, for thyng that we 
seen alle 

That it is stoon,—that men may wel 


espyen,— seo 
That ilké stoon a god thow wolt it calle. 
I rede thee, lat thyn hand upon it falle, 
And taste it wel, and stoon thou shalt it 


fynde, 
Syn that thou seest nat with thyne eyen 
blynde. 


It is a shamé that the peple shal 
So scorné thee, and laughe at thy folye ; 
For communly men woot it wel overal 
‘That myghty God is in his hevenés hye, 
And thise ymages, wel thou mayst espye, 
To thee, ne to hemself, mowen noght 
Profite, 510 
For in effect they been nat worth a myte.’ 


Thise wordés and swiche other seydé she 

And he weex wrooth, and bad men 
sholde hir lede 

Hom til hir house, and ‘In hir hous,’ 
quod he, 

“Brenne hire right in a bath of flambes 
rede’ 5 

And as he bad, right so was doon in dede, 

For in a bath they gonne hire fasté shetten, 

‘And nyght and day greet fyre they under 
betten. 


The longé nyght, and eek a day also, 
For al the fyr, and eek the bathés heete, 


She sat al coold and felte of it no wo; 
It made hire nat a dropé for to sweete ; 
But in that bath hir lyf she mosté lete, 
For he, Almachius, with ful wikke entente 
To sleen hire in the bath his sondé sente. 


Thre strokés in the nekke he smoot hire 
tho, 

The tormentour, but for nomaner chaunce 
He myghté noght smyt al hir nekke atwo; 
andfor ther was that tyme an ordinaunce, 
That no man sholde doon men swich 

penaunce $30 
Theferthe strook tosmyten, softeor soore, 
This tormentour ne dorsté dé namoore ; 


But half deed, with hir nekke y-corven 
there, 

He lefte hir lye, and on his wey is went. 

The Cristen folk which that aboute hire 


were, 
With sheetés han the blood ful faire y-hent. 
‘Thre dayés lyvéd she in this torment, 
And never cesséd hem the feith to teche 
That she hadde fostred ; hem she gan to 
preche 5 539 


Andhem she yafhirmoebles, and hirthyng, 
And to the Pope Urban bitook hem tho, 
And seyile, ‘I axéd this at hevene kyng, 
To han respit thre dayés and namo, 
To recomende to yow, er that I go, 
Thise soulés, lo, and that I myghte do 
werche 
Heere of myn hous perpetuelly a cherche.? 


Seint Urban, with his deknés, privély 
The body fette, and buryed it by nyghte 
Among his other seintés honestly. 
Tlir hous the chirche of Seinte Cecilie 
highte ; 550 
Seint Urban halwéd it, ashe wel myghte, 
In which, into this day, in noble wyse, 
Mendoon toCrist and tohisseinteservyse. 


The prologe of the Chanons Yemannes 
Tale 


Whan toold was al the lyf of Seinte 
Cecile, 





y497- Chaucer's addition. 
Sl ae 


535) 536 Added. 
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kre eacaies 


inves usee dl ho linaet aks 
demo esthy n 
seamay hemknowé by ssnel ofbrymstoon, 
tera world they stynken as a goot 3 
Hlir savour is so rammyssh and so boot 
Sethoah snace ancien bee bs 
The savour wole infecte hym, trasté me. 
Lo thus by smellyng, and’ threedbare 


array, yo 
Ifthatmen liste, this folk they knowé may; 
‘And if man wole aske hem peyvely, 
Why they been clothéd so unthriftily, 
‘They right anon wol rownen in his ere 
And seyn, that if that they espiéd were, 
Men woldebem sloo by-cause of hirscience, 
Lo, thus this folk bitrayes innocence 1 
Passe over this, I go my tale ento, 
Br that the pot be on the fire y-do, 
Of metals with a certeyn quantitee goo 
My lord hem tempreth, and no man but 


Now he is goon I dare seyn boldély,— 
For as men sey he kan doon craftily, 
Algate L woot wel he hath swich a name, 
And yet ful off be renneth in a blame ; 
And witeyehow? Ful ofte it happeth so 
The pot to-breketh, and farewel, al is go. 
‘Thise metals been of uo greet violence 
Oure wallés mowe nat make hem 
resistence, ~ 
But if they weren wroght of lym and stoon, 
‘They percen so, and thurgh the wal they 


goon, 
And comme of hem synkea into the 


ground, — 
‘Thushan welost by tymésmanya pound, — 
Andsommearescatered althe oar aboute, 
Sommelepe into the roof, withoutendoute, 
Though that the feend noght in oure 


sighte hym shewe, 

I trowe he with ws be, that ilké shrewe ¢ 
Jn hellé, where that he is lord and sire, 
Nis ther moore wo, ne moore rancour, 


he ire. bald 
‘Whan that oure pot is broke, as T have 


mye, 
Every man chit and halt hym yvele apayd, 
G19) HD Wie thee me awvon wey mad anger, ta fre 





‘Somme seyde Ht was along on the fir 
Sommeseydé nay, it wasonthel 


Te was nat tempréd as it 
‘Nay,’ quod the fourthé, ‘stynt and 

berknd me; 

By-cause our fir ne was nat maad of beech, 

‘That is the cause, and other noon, 50 
theeeh.” 

I kan nat tefle wheron it was along, 990 

Batiwel toot eet ee 


OF thise perils I wol be war eft-soone, 
1 am right siker that the pot was crased ¢ 
Bo as be may, be ye no tl amased, 
‘As usage is, lat swepe the floor as swithe, 
Plakke up your hertés and beeth glad 
and blithe 1” pene 
‘The muliok on an heepe i-swepéd was, 
And on the floor y-cast a canévas, 99) 
‘And al this mullok i a syve y-throwe, 
‘And sifted and y-pikéd many a throwe. 
‘ Pardee?" quod con, *somwhat of 
oure metal 
Yet: ther nser, tong th 


Al beach ie thyng myshappéd have as 
mow, 
Another tyme it may be wel ynow, 
‘Us mosté putte oure good in Aventure; 
A marchant, faruee f tnay mat ay endure, 
‘Trusteth me wel, in his 
Somtyme his good is drench tn the see, 
Andsomtymecoenthit saf untathelond 
“Pees t! eo ye lord, ‘the nexte 
tyme ost 
Tolleynies our crshel nately 
And but I do, sires, lat me han the wite 
‘Ther was defrate in somwhat, wel woot.” 
Another seyde the fir was over hoot ; 
But, be it hoot or coold, 1 dar seye this, 
‘That we concloden evermoore amys. 
‘We faitle of that which that we wolden 


have, 
And in care madnease evermoore we rave} 
Oar. repiel, plcload over; HIP ypbind: 


aga 








togS-1118 


Or what thyng were in my possessionn, 
Whan he so trewe is of coadicoun 19%) 
That in no wise he breké wole his day 5 
To swich a man I kan never seye nay.” 
‘What !' quod this chanoun, *sholde 
I be untrewe? 
Nay, that were thyng y-fallen al of newe. 
Trouthe fs a thyng that I wol ever kepe, 
Unto that day in which that I shal crepe 
Into my grave, or ellis, God forbede | 
Bileveth this, as siker as the Crede, 
God thankeT, and in good tymé be it sayd, 
‘That ther was never man yet yvele apayd 
For gold ne silver that he to me lente 5 
Ne never falshede in myn herte I mente; 
And, sire,’ quod he, ‘now of my 


ich han been unto me, 

to mo so greet geatillesse,— 

Somiwhat tquytt whe youre kyndéeciae 

Twol yow shewe, and if yow list to leere. 
T wol yow teché pleynly the manere 
How I kan werken in philosophic ; 

Taketh good heode yo shut wel seco at eye 

‘That T wot doo a malate ex I go.” sats 

“Ye, aa the pest ‘ye, ste, and 


Marie! thenof i you hertély.’ 
* At youre comandément, sire, trewély,” 
Quod the chanoun, ‘and ellis God 


forbeede. 
Loo, how this theef koude his serviot 
beede 


ya 
‘An that fal soone'l wol it werise 

In this chanoun, roote of aile trecherle, 
That cver moore delit hath and glad. 


esse, — 1270 

Swiche feemily thoughtés in his herte 
impresse,— 

How Cristés peple be may to meschiecf 


brynge, 
God kepe us from his false dissymulynge ! 
Noght wisté this preest with whom 
that he deit, 
Ne of his harm comynge he no thyng felte. 
oO oY preest, O sely innocent ! 
‘ith corcitise anon thou shalt be bent. 
Owistlos fel blynd ts thy conceite, 
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No thyng ne artow war of the decelte 
Which that thisfox y-shapen hath foe thes 
fis wily wrenches thou ne mayst nat flee; 
Wherfore, to go to the 

‘That refereth to thy confusion, 
Unhaypy man, anon £ wol me hye 

‘To tellen thyn uowit and thy folye, 

And cck the falsnesse of that oother 


ene 
‘Ac eafocth ns my kocnytgh sy Been 
‘This chanoun was my lord, ye wolden 


weene— 

Sire Hoost, in feith, and by the hevenes 
queenc, 

Tt was another chanoun and nat hee, ogo 

‘That kanan hundred foold mooresubtiltee. 

He hath bitrayéd folkés many tyme} 

OF his falshede it dulleth me to 

Ever whan I speke of his f 

For shame of hym my chekés wexen rede; 

Algatés they bigynnen for to glowe, 

For reednesse have I noon, right wel I 


knowe, 
In my visagé { for famés diverse 
Of metals, whiche ye han hetd mereheree, 
Consumed and wasted han my teedénesse. 
Now task heele of this chanows cursed- 


nese, sro 
* Sire,’ quod be to the preeat, “at youre 


man gon 
For quyk-silver, that we hadde it anon, 

And lat bya n ounces two or thre, 
And whan he comth, as fasté shal ye'soo 
A wonder tye which ye saugh never 


Goon 
He bal Mon earns pete 
And be al redy was at his is Budde, 
Ardent rth od cam any 
With andl eyk-allver; soothly for 


And toke eect thre to thechanomn, 


‘And be hem leydé faire and wel adoun, 
‘And bad the servant colés for to 
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And whan that this chanonés bechen cole | Wan ym el ad the ret 
a 
“Look what ther is, put io hin hase 


‘Was brent, al the Semaille out of the hole 
the crosselet fil anon adoun, 


Syn it 20 evene aboven comchéd was ; 
Butther-of wiste the preest no thyng, alas! 
He demél alle the coles yliché good, 
For of that sleighte he no thypg under: 


stood ; 
And whan’ this alkamystre saugh his 


‘ingot have ye noon, 
scot welll Sth; aad bxyge ts" 


stoon, 
For 1 wot make it of the samé shape 
‘That is an ingot, if I may han hape ; 
And bryngeth eek with yow a bolle or a 
panne rato 
Pol of water, and ye shul se wel thanne 
How that oure bisynesse shal thryve and 


Aadjoeih posed ton no sapsilleeve; 
‘Ne wrong conceite of nie in youreabsence, 
Tne wol nat been out of youre presence, 
But. go with yow, and come with yow 


ageyD. 
The chambré doré, shortly for to seyn, 


agayn withouten any delay, 
‘What shotde I tarien al the longé day? 
Seeare tenntamcrencialntes in the 


Of an ingot, as I shal yow devyse. 

I seye, he took out of his owene sleeve 
An greene pgr eae as ad 
wi that ne was mat but an ounce of 


weighte ; 
And taketh heede now of his cursed 


sheighte. 
He shooge his ingot i: the and 
" ieee aie 





An bolwé stikké,—task kepe and be 
war— 
Intheendeof whichanounct and namoore 
Of silver lemaille put was {as bifore 
Wasinhiscole)and stoppéd withwexweel, 
For to kepe in his lemaille every deel. 13) 
And whil this: was in his bisynesse, 
‘This chanoun with his sikké gan hym 
To hym anon, and his poudré caste in 
As be did er,—the devel out of his 
Hymterve, I pray to God, for his 
For he was ever fals in thoght and dede— 
And with this stikke, above the crossélet, 
1974 Herve, HS terme, forme) wee |, ert, 
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I ware yow wel, for save [and » frere 
In Engélood ther kan mo man it make.” 
‘No for,’ qeod he, ‘now, sire, foe 
Godidés sake, 
What shal Tpayé? Telleth me, Tpreye 
*Yowis,’ qood he, ‘it is fal deere, t seye. 
Sire, at o word, if that thee list it have, 
Ye shel paye fourty pound, so God me 


save; a 
And nerethefreendshipethatyedidecrthis 
To me yo sholdé payé moore, yowis,” 
‘This preest the soeame of fourty pound 
anon 


Al 
aie oes he syle, “Tepe bas 


Dray eaks ie Lwcldett ks were clos, 
And, as ye love me, kepeth it secree ; 15370 
For, and wen keewen al my soatiltes, 
By God, they wolden han so greet envye 
To me, by cause of my phil 

I shokle he deed ; ther were Hoon oother 


weye. 

*God it forbeed2,' quod the preest ; 

+ what say ye? 

Vet hadite I levere speniden al the good 

Which that I have,—and ellés wexe I 
wood |— 

Than that ye sholien falle in swiche 
mescheef. 


“For youre Rood enh ae, have yo 
right pref 
Quod the chanoun, ‘and furewel, erat 
mer!" 
He bine his shes and never the eet 
After ten, and whan that this preest 
sholde 


Maken assay at swich tyme as he wolde 
ae acl agendiheor brea 
Lo, thus byjapéd amd bigiled was 

‘Thas ale bi introduecioun, 

To bryngé folk to hir destreccioun, 


Considereth sires, how that inechestant, 
Bitwixé men and gold ther is debaat 

‘So ferforth, that unnethé ts thet moot. 1370 
‘This eaultiplying blent so many oon, 


That, in good feith, T trowé that it bee 
oe oe ee 


In thiseraft, thatmen Ka mtcome ty, | 
Yor any wit that men han: 
‘They mowe wel chiteren as door 


And it inditee sete bir bust and 

in bir termés: peyne, 
But to hir steal 

Aman may lightly lerne, it bee 
To ape and brynge his good: 


erp etin ie 

And maken folk for to parchacen curses 
Of heen that han bir good therto y-lent. 
Ofy, for shamé! they that han bees trent, 
Allas! kan they nat flee the firés heete? 
‘Ye that it use I redé ye it leete, 
Lest ye lese al, for ‘bet than never is atety 
Tia pe ea 

Though ye roll ay, yeah 
Yetoen as boold as 

That blondeth ran se Se 


Ie is ns boold to 

As for to goon bisidés 

So faren ye that maltiptie, Lseye 
If that youre eyes kan nat seem) 
Looke that youre myndé Jakke 


oe thagh ycken vere sna 
stare, 

Yo sll nate;ycines uipte oe thatthe 

Bot wasten al that ye may rape and renne, 

Withdraweth the fir, best it to fasté 


beenne,— 
Medleth namooré with that art, I mene 


For, ifyedoon, yourethriftisgoon fulelene: 
Andsuaeshbe Iealyon llega 
‘What philosophres seyn in this mateere. 
Lo, tIves seith Arnold of the Newé-Toum, 
As bis Xonmrie maketh mencioan 7 
He seithright thus, wlthomte ip 12 
Thee may Bo man 


ith his other Sepa Neen 
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And for his manhede and his governaunce, 
That no man sholde ban put hym from 

hire grace; 1» 
But God it woot, ther maysoman embrace 
As to destreyne a thyng which that nature 
‘Hath watureelly set in a creature. 


IY corage, 
‘To fostre it tendrely with mete and drynke 
Ofallé deyntecs that thou kanst bithynke, 
And keape it al so clenly as thoa may, 

‘Although bis cage of goll be neverso gay, 
Yethaththis beid by twenty thousand foold 
Levere in a forest, that is rude and coold, 
Goon eté wormés and swich wrecched- 


nese 5 
For ever this brid wol doon his 
To escape ont of his cagé, if he may 3 
His libertee this brid desireth ay. 
Lat take a cat, and fostre hym wel 
with milk 
And tendré Sessh, and make his couche 
of silk, 
‘And lat hym seen a mous go by the wal, 
‘Anou he Weyveth milk, and flessh, and al, 
‘And every deyntee that is in that hous, 
‘Swich appetit he hath to ete a mous. sf 
toy hoere bath lust his dominacioun, 
petit flcemeth discrecioun. 
ory hath also 2 vileyas kynde ; 
‘The lewedesté wolf that she may fynde, 
‘Or leest of she take 
Tn tymé whan hit lust to han a make, 
Alle thise cosamples speke I by thise 
met 


‘That been untrewe, and no thyng by 
wommen ; 
For men han ever a liicerous appetit, 
On lower thyng to parfourne hir delit 190 
Than on hire wyvés, be theynerer so faire, 
Ne never so trewd, ne so debonaire ; 
Flesth is so newéfangel, with nseschatsnce! 
‘That we me konne in no thyng han 


plesaunce, 
That sowneth into vertu, 
‘This Phebus, which that thoghte pon 
Deceywid Ls alk 
was for al his jofitee, 
For under hym another haddé shee, 
A man of fitel reputacioun, 


any while. 





Nat worth to Phebus in comparisous ¢ 2a 
‘The moore barm is, it happeth ofté so, 
Ofwhich thercometh muchel harmand wo. 
And so bifel, whan Phebus was absent, 
‘His wyf anos hath for hir feenman sent. 
“Hlir — ccortés this ts a knavyseh 


dede"; 
If men shal tell properly a thy ~ 
‘The word moot cosyn be to the chow 
Tam a boystous man 5 ghee ar A 
Ther nys oo di 
Bitwixe a wyf that is of age egiead 
If of hie bey dbbonene ake bese 
And a pouré wencho, oother than thi, — 
If it so be they werké both amys,— 
But that the gentile in hire estaat above, 
She shal be ¢leped his “Indy,” as in Loves 
And for that oother is @ poure womman, 
She shal be cleped his ae 
“lemsnan,* 
And God itwoot, ‘ayn pwenedeedtaenl 
Men leyn that oon as lowe ax Hthy that 
cother. 
Right so bitwixe a titleless tiraunt 
And an outhawe, or a theef erraunt, 
‘The same I seye, ther is no difference, — 
‘To Atissundré was toold this sentence, — 
‘That for the tiraunt is of gretter 
By forceof meynee, for to sleen doun 
‘And brennen hous and hom, and make 
hi a ust leped ein 
Lo, therfore is he cleped s *capltayn "; eae 
Aad for theoutkwe hath but seaal mepnes, 
And tony nat Goon so cet i as! 
Ne brynge a contree-to so greet meschee! 
Menclepenhyman ‘outlawe,"ora*theel"} 
But for Tam a man noght fextucel, 
f aa noght telle of ett sere Oa 
0 to my tale as 
rth hadrian forhir lemmas, 
bibs they wroghten al hire lust 
‘The white crome that heeng ay in 


eeesettae 


The wee 
si Th frase 1m 
Era 


26a 
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highte coacspiscence, And this con- 
cupiscence whan it is wrongfully disposedt 
or ordeyned in man it maketh ks 


coveite by coveitise of flesh, 
re by sighte of his eyen os to erthely 
thynges, and eek coveitise of hynesse by 
pride of herte, 

Now, as for to speken of the firste 
coveitise, that Is concupiscence after the 
lawe of oure membres that weren lawe- 
fulliche y-maked and by rightfal jugge- 
ment ofGod. I seye, fornsmuche as man 
is nat obeisaunt to God, that is his Lord, 
therfore fy the flessh to hym disobeis- 
aunt thuygh concupiscence, which yet is 
cleped norrissynge of synne, and occasion 
ofsynne. Therfore al the while that a 
man hath in hym the peyne of concupis~ 
cence it is impossible but he be tempted 
somtime and moeved in his flesh to 
synne, {oo and this thyng may nat 
faille as longe ms he lyveth. Tt may wel 
wexefieble and faille by vertu of baptesme, 
and by the grace of God thurgh penitence, 
but fully ne shal it never quenche, that 
he ne shal som tyme be moeved in hym- 
self, but if he were al refreyded by sik- 
ness#, or by maletice of sorcerie, or colde 

For Jo, what seith Seint Paul, 

‘The flesh coveiteth agayn the spirit, and 
the spirit agayn the flesh; they been so 
contrarie ani so siryven that a man may 
nat alwey doon as he wolde.' ‘The same 
Seint Paul after his gree penaunce in 
water and in Jond ;—~in water by nyght 
and by day, in greet peril and in greet 
+ in lond, in famyne, in thurst, in 
coold, and cloothlees, and ones stoned 
almoost to the deeth,—yet seyde he, 
“Alas tI caytyf man, who shal delivere 
me fro the prisoun of my caytyf body?’ 
Lois} And Seint Jerome, whan he longe 
tyme hadde woned is desert, where as 
he hadde no compaignye but of wilde 
Leestes, where as he ne hadde no mete 
herbes, and water to his drynke, ne 

bat the naked erthe, for which 

was blak as an Ethiopeen for 

lecte, and ny destroyed for coold, yet 
soyde te that the Lronnyage of lecherie 
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tempted in his owene 
that is to seyn, that ever 
‘matere and to 


body. J 
the evaungelist, * If that we seyn that we 
beth withoute synne, we deceyve us aclve, 
and trouthe is nat in us." 

Ge] Now shal ye understonde in 
what manere that synne wexeth 
encreesseth in Sap nr 
is thilke norissyn, synne 
pak biforn, thilke leshty 
and after that comth the subjeccloun 
the devel, this is to seyn the develes 
bely, with which he bioweth in man 
fir of fleshly concupiscence ; and 
that a man bithynketh hyns whelt 
wol doon, or no, thitke thing to 
he is tempted. And thanne,"if 
man withstonde and weyve the 
catisynge of his flesh, and of the 
thanne is it no synnes) and if it 
that he do nat so, thanne feeleth he. 
a flambe of delit, and thanne is i 
to be war asd Kepen hym wel 


he wol falle anon into 
syane3/and)tkinne<wol eal aed 


spekite: 28 


OS es 
rrekul 


*E-wole chace and. pursni 
wikked suguestioun, and 1 we 
hym by moevynge and stirynge: 


is 


di 


a thyng in two 
sentynge departeth God 
thanne wal Lsleen hyus 
in dede of synne'; thus 
for certes, thanne is a fi 
soule, And thus is synce 


276 








420-440 


Lorca cet elms a nee eed 
rmament. 


ue 
that other side to speken of 
be ert jorrible disordinat scantnesse of 
erties as been thise katted sloppes, or 
haynselyns, that thurgh hire shortnesse 
ne covere nat the shameful membres of 
man, to wikked entente, Allas | somme 
of hem shewen the boce of hir shape, 
and the horrible swollen membres, that 
semeth lik the maladie of hirnia, in the 
wrappynge of hir hoses; and eck the 
battokes of hem faren as it were the 
hyndre part of a she ape in the fulte of 
the moone, [425] And moorcover the 
vrrseched ‘swollen membres that they 
wethurgh the degisynge, in departynge 
of hire hoses in whit and reed, semeth 
that half hir shame(al privee membres 
weren Gayne. And if so'be that they 
departen hire hoses ia othere colours, as 
is whit and blak, or whit and blew, or 
blak and reed, and so forth, thanne 
semeth it as by variawnce of colour that 
half the partic of hire privee membres 
were comwpt by the fir of Seint Antony, 
by cancre, or by oother swich 
rei eperg Of the hyndre part of bir 
buttokes it is ful horrible for to see, for 
certes, in that partic of hir body ther as 
they. purgen hie stynkynge ordure, that 

ere, shewe they to the pe 

despit of honestitens the 
Let hess that Jhesu Crist and 
his freendes obserrede to shewen in hir 


lyve. 
faye] Now of the outrageous array of 
wommen, God woot that though the 
of somme of hem seme fal chanst 
and deboeaire, yet notifie they in hire 
array of atyr likerousnesse and peide. I 
sey nat that honestitee in chothynge of 
mas of womman is uncovenable, but 


syane of 
sprain tye tt ferent | hal 
lynge,—as in to manye delicat horses 
that been hoollen for dellt, that been so. 
faire, Gatte, and costiewe, and also to 
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Zakear rad pa 
the rideres of swiche 
folk taken litel reward 
Goddes sone of hevene 


clothes of his disciples, ne we ne 
nat that ever he rood on 


reson it requireth, 

And forther, certes, i a eealy 
notified in holdynge of 
whan they be of Ltet ge of ght 
no profit ; ay namely pee ‘dat ineynee 


meynee. (44a) 
elles whan this folk of lowe bape as 
thilke that holden hostelries, sustenen 

the thefte of hire hostilers, and that is it 
many manere of deceites. Thilke manere 
of folk been the Ayes that folwen the 
hony, or elles the houndes that 


the careyne.  Swich 
stranglen spiritually bir lordshi 
which thus seith David 
‘Wikked deeth moote 
Jordshipes, and God 


benysown to Phareo 
Jacob, and to Laban 8 


featboen ain bord 


Ph taper RI cy a 
Yrs ‘ae ganesh tan 
Chatscet’s mat 


fo 
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trennen his hous pryvely, or empoysone 
or sleen his beestes, and semblable 
rhyrygess 

[ses] Kemedines comira peccaten Invidic 


Now wol I ‘ofthe remedie 
this foule a envye. Fine is 
the lorynge of God principal, and 
lovyng of his neighcbor as hymself, for 
soothly that oom ne may nat been with- 
oute that oother. And truste wel, that 
in the name of thy neighebore thou shalt 
uinderstonde the name of thy brother ¢ 
for certes alle we have wo fiuder flesshly, 
and o mooder, that is to seyn, Adany ani 
Eve i and atk 0 Fade es and 
that ne. Thy neighebore 
artow holden for to love amd wilne hym 
alle goodnesse, amd therfore seith God, 
“Love thy ncighchore ns thyselve 
that is to seyn, to salvacioun of lyf pe 
of soule. And moore-over thou shalt 
fove hym in word, and in benigne 
amonestynge and chastisynge, and ¢on- 
forten hym in his anoyes, and preye for 
hym with al thyn herte. And in dede 
thou shalt love hym im swich wise that 
thou shalt dooa to hym it charitee as 
bees woldest that it were doon to thyn 

‘owene persone ; [si] and therfore thou 
ne shalt doon hym no damage in wikked 
word, ne harm in his body, pe in his 
catel, ne in his soule by enti of 
wikked ensample ¢ thou shalt nat desiren 
his wyf, ne none of his thynges, Under- 
stoomil cok, that in the mame of meighebor 
is conspechended his enemy.  Certes 
man shal foven his enemy by the cot. 
andement of God, and soothly, thy freend 
shaltow love in God. 1 seye, thy 
enemy shaltow tove for Goddes sake 
his comandement ; for if it were reson 
that x man sholde haten his enemy, for- 
sothe God nolde nat receyven us to his 
love, that heen his enemys. 

Agayns thre manere of wronges that 
his enemy dooth to hym be shal doon 
thre thynges, as thus: {s25) ayayns hate 
and mncour of herte, he shal love bym 
in herte$ agayns chidyng and wikkede 





wontes, he shal pi 

and agayn wikked 

be shal doon hym bountees + Gor Crate 
‘Loveth youre enemys, and preyeth for 
hem that speke yow harm, apd eek for 


Jhesu Crist to do to oure 
soothly natare dryveth us to Joven 
freendes, and fy, care enemys: 
moore nede to love than oure freendes ¢ 
and they that moore nedie have, certes, 
to hem shal men doon 

certes, in thilke dede have we remom- 
brance of the love of Jhewa Crist 
deyde for his enemys, And, in 
muche as thilke lowe is 
grevous to perfourne, in so 
moore gretter the 


I 
Fit 


founded the venym of 

for, it a8 the devel is 
hemylitee, right so is he wounded to- 
decth by love of oure enemy, 
thanne is love the medicine that cnsteth 
‘out the venym of envye fro mannes berte, 
The speces of this pass shellen be moore 
largely tn bir chapitres folwynge declared. 


$259 


Sepueitur le Tra 


After envye wol I diseryven the synne 
of fre; for soothly whoso hath envye 
upon his telghebor anon he wole 

fynde bym a matere of weatthe fy 

or In dede, agayns hym to whom be hath 
envye. Ave as Wek comnts ieee pride 
as of envye, for soothly he that is proude 
oF enveyons is lightly wrooth, 


iz of S 
bea to Seen engl i 
Ire, after the phi 
blood of man. y-quyked. 
thungh which he wole harm 


he hateth, For certes, the 
by eschawfynge and moevyny 
Wood, wexeth so trowble that 
of alle juggement of resoun, 


284 




































































EARLIER MINOR POEMS 


THE DETHE OF BLAUNCHE 
THE DUCHESSE 


I HAVE gret wonder, by this lyghte, 
How that I lyve, for day ne nyghte 
I may slepé wel neigh noght ; 
T have so many an ydel thoght, 
Purely for defaute of slepe, 
That, by my trouthe, I take no kepe 
Of no thyng how hit cometh or gooth, 
‘Ne me nis no thyng leef nor loth. 
Al is y-liché good to me,— 
Joye or sorwe, wherso hit be,— 10 
For I have felyng in no thyng, 
But as it were, a maséd thyng 
‘Alway in poynt to falle a-doun ; 
For sorwful ymagynacioun 
Is alway hoolly in my mynde. 

And wel ye woot agaynés kynde 
Hit were to liven in this wyse, 
For Nature woldé nat suffyse 
To noon erthly créature 
Not long tymé to endure 0 
Withoute slepe, and been in sorwe ; 
And I ne may, no nyght ne morwe, 
Slepe ; and this melancolye 
And drede I havé for to dye, 
Defaute of slepe and hevynesse, 
Hath sleyn my spirit of quyknesse 
That I have lost al lustihede. 
Suche fantasyes been in myn hede 
So I noot what is best to do. 

But men myghte axé me why so 30 
I may not slepe, and what me is? 
But nathéless, who aské this 
Leseth his asking trewély. 
‘My selven can not tellé why 
‘The sothe ; but trewely, as I gesse, 


1-96. Ta. omits these lines; F has them in a 
ea 





T holdé hit ben a siknesse 
That I have suffred this eight yere, 
And yet my boote is never the nere ; 
For ther is phisicien but oon 
That may me hele ; but that is doon. 40 
Passe we over until eft ; 
That wil not be, moot nede be left; 
Our first matere is good to kepe. 
So whan I saw I might not slepe 
Til now late, this other nyght 
Upon my bedde I sat upryght 
And bad oon reché me a book, 
‘A romaunce, and he hit me took 
To rede, and dryve the nyght away ; 
Fér me thoghte it bettre play s 
Then playen either at chesse or tablés. 
And in this book were writen fablés 
That clerkés hadde, in oldé tyme, 
And other poets, put in ryme 
To rede, and for to be in mynde 
Whyl men loved the lawe of kynde. 
This book ne spak but of such thynges 
Of quenés livés, and of kynges 
And many other thyngés smale. 
Amonge al this I fond a tale 60 
That me thoghte a wonder thyng. 
This was the tale: There was a kyng 
That highté Seys, and hadde a wyf, 
The besté that mighte beré lyf ; 
And this quene highté Alcyone. 
So hit befill, thereafter sone 
This kyng wolde wenden over see. 
To tellen shortly, whan that he 
Was in the see, thus in this wyse, 
Swich a tempest gan to ryse r 
That brak hir mast and made it falle, 
And clefte hir ship, and dreinte hem alle, 
That never was foundé, as it telles, 
Bérd ne man, ne nothyng elles, 
Right thus this kyng Seys loste his ly£ 


gu 





THE DETHE OF BLAUNCHE THE DUCHESSE 


166-256 





‘Ther this goddés laye and slepe,— 
Morpheus, and Eclympasteyre, 

That was the god of slepés heyre, 

‘That sleepe and dide noon other werk. 

This cavé was also as derk 170 
As hellé pit over-al aboute. 

They had good leyser for to route, 
To envye who might slepé beste. 
Some henge hir chyn upon hir breste 
And slepte upright, hir heed y-hede, 
And some laye naked in hir bedde 
‘And slepé whyles the dayés laste. 

This messager com fleyng faste 178 
And cried, ‘O, hoo! a-wak anoon !’ 
Hit was for noght, ther herde him noon, 
“A-wak !? quod he, ‘who is it lyth there!” 
And blew his horne right in hir ere, 
And cried, ‘ A-waketh !’ wonder hye. 
This god of slepe, with his oon je 
Cast up, axed, ‘ Who clepéth there?” 
«Hit am I,’ quod this messagere, 

“Juno bad thou shuldest goon,’— 

And tolde him what he shuldé doon 

‘As I have tolde yow here-to-fore, 

Hit is no need reherse hit more ; 190 
And went his wey whan he hadde sayd. 

‘Anoon this god of slepe a-brayd 
Out of his slepe, and gan to goon, 

And dide as he hadde bede him doon ; 
Took up the dreynté body sone 

And bar hit forth to Alcyone, 

His wyf the quene, ther-as she lay, 
Right even a quarter before day, 
And stood right at hir beddés feete, 
And calléd hir right as she heete 

By name, and seyde, * My sweté wyf, 
‘Awak ! let be your sorwful lyf! 

For in your sorwe ther lyth no reed ; 
For certes, swete, I am but deed, 

Ye shul me never on lyve y-se, 

But, good swete herté, [for] that ye 
Burie my body, swich a tyde 

Ye mowe hit fynde the sce besyde, 
(And far-wel, swete, my worldés blisse !) 


+200 


167. Felympasteyre. Meaning and derivation 
doubatal -sepesenss perhaps, felon Alesterm or 
Teelon Phobetora, cp. Ovid. Met. 





Se inserts 





etc. 
he 
Sot for that, Avon or: Bom. herte suo. 
207. awich a. All rend for swich a. 





I prayé god your sorwé lisse ; 

To litel whyl our blissé lasteth !* 
With that hir eyen up she casteth 

And saw noght. ‘Alas !” quod she for 

sorwe, 

And deyde within the thriddé morwe. 

But what she sayde more in that swow 

I may not tellé yow as now, 

Hit were to longé for to dwelle, 

‘My first matere I wil yow telle, 

Wherfor I havé told this thyng 

Of Alcyone and Seys the kyng. 
For thus moche dar I sayé wel, 

T had be dolven everydel, 

And deed, right throgh defaute of sleepe, 

Gif I nadde red and také keepe 

Of this talé next befor ; 

And I wol tellé yow wherfor ; 

For I ne might, for bote ne bale, 

Slepe, or I hadde red this tale 

Of this dreynté Seys the kyng 

And of the goddés of slepyng. 
Whan I hadde red this talé wel, 

And over-loked hit everydel, 

Me thoghté wonder if hit were so, 

For I hadde never herd speke, or tho, 

Of no goddés that koudé make 

Men to sleepe, ne for to wake $ 

For I ne knewe never God but oon, 

And in my game I sayde anoon,— 


are 


220 


930 


| And yet me lyst right evel to pleye,— 


“Rather than that I shuldé deye 
Throgh defaute of slepyng thus 

I wolde yive thilké Morpheus 

Or his goddessé, dame Juno, 

Or som wight elles, I ne roghté who, 
To make me sleepe and have som reste,— 
I wil yive him the alder-beste 

Yift that ever he abood his lyve. 

‘And here on warde, right now, as blyve, 
If he wol make me slepe a lite, 

Of downe of puré dowvés white 

I wil yive him a fether-bed, 

Rayéd with golde, and right wel cled 
In fyn blak satyn doutremere, 

‘And many a pilwe, and every bere 
Of clothe of Reynes, to slepé softe 5 
Him thar not nede to tumen ofte. 


25s. Rennes, in Brittany. Linen is still made 
there. 
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THE COMPLEYNTE OF MARS 


211-283 





I wol returne and speken of my peyne ; 

‘The poynt is this of my destruccioun,— 

My righté lady, my salvacyoun, 

Is in affray, and not to whom to pleyne. 

O herté swete ! O lady sovereyne ! 

For your disese wel oghte I swoune and 
swelte, 

Thogh I non other harm ne dredé felte. 


Towhat fynmade the Godthatsitsohye, 
Be-nethen him love other companye, 

And streyneth folk to love malgré hirhede, 
And then hir joye, for oght I canespye, 221 
Ne lasteth not the twynkelyng of an 
Andsommehan never joye til they be dede. 
‘What meneth this? whatis thismystihede? 
Wherto constreyneth he his folk so faste 
Thyng to desyré, but it sholdé laste ? 








And thoghhemade a lover love a thyng, 
‘And maketh it seme stedfast and duryng, 
Yet putteth he in it such mysaventure 
‘That resté nis ther noon in his yevyng ; 230 
‘And that is wonder that so just a kyng 
Doth such hardnessé to his creature. 
Thus, whether lové breke, or ellés dure, 
Algatés he that hath with love to done 
Hath ofter wo then changéd is the mone. 


Hit semeth he hath to lovers enmyte, 

And lyk a fissher, as men alday may se, 

Baiteth hisangle-hook with som plesaunce, 
Til mon ya fish is wood, til that he be 239 
Seséd ther-with ; and then at erst hath he 
‘Al hisdesire, and ther-withalmyschaunce ; 
And thogh the lyné breke, he hath pen- 

aunce, 

For with the hook he wounded is so sore 
‘That he his wages hath for ever-more. 





Vv 


The broche of Thebés was of such a 
kynde 





broche of Thebes or magic bracelet 
ie of Statins, Rk. ii.) wax made by 

daughter of Mars and 
Venus, in order to bring an evil fate on her and 
all later possessors of it. 








So ful of rubies, and of stonés Inde, 

‘That every wyght that sette on hit an je, 

He wende anon to worthe out of his 
mynde,— 

So sore the beaut wold his herté bynde,— 

Til he hit hadde him thoghte he mostédye, 

and whan that hit was his, then sholde 
he drye ast 

Such wo for drede, ay while that he hit 
hadde, 

That welnygh for thefere he sholdémadde. 





And whan hit was fro his possessioun 
Then hadde he double wo and passioun, 
For he so fair a tresor had forgo ; 
But yet this broche, as in conclusioun, 
Was not the cause of this confusioun ; 
But he that wroghte hit enfortuned hit so 
‘That every wyght that hadde hit sholde 
have wo 5 260 
‘And therfor in the worcher was the vyce, 
And in the covetour that was so nyce. 





So farcth hit by lovers and by me; 
For thogh my lady have so gret beaut? 
That I was mad til I had gete hir grace, 
She was not cause of myn adversit’, 
But he that wroghte hir, also mot I thee, 
That putté such a beaute in hir face, 
‘That madé me coveten and purchace 26) 
Myn owné deth ; him wyte I that I dye, 
And myn unwit that ever I clomb so hye. 
But to yow, hardy knyghtés of renoun, 
Syn that ye be of my divisioun,— 
Al be I not worth to so grete a name, 
Yetseyntheseclerkés Iam your patroun,— 
Ther-for ye oghte have som compassioun 
Of my disese, and take hit noght a-game, 
‘The proudest of yow may be mad ful tame. 
Wherfor I prey yow of your gentilesse, 
That ye compleyné for myn hevynesse. 280 


And ye, my ladies, that ben trewe and 
stable, 

By way of kynde, ye oghten to been able 

To have pit? of folk that been in peyne ; 





246. Inde is an adjective ; cp. Romaunt of the 
» Kose, 1. 67. 
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A COMPLEYNTE TO HIS LADY 


44-110 





For al that thyng which I desyre I mys, 
‘And al that ever I woldé not, y-wys, 
That finde I redy to me evermore $ 

And of al this I not to whom me pleyne. 

Forshethat mightémeout of this brynge 

Ne(geceheih none Whither 1 wpe 

oF syngi ° 

So litel rewthe bath she upon my peyne. 


Allas! whan slepyng-tyme is, than I wake, 
Whan I shulde daunce, for feré than I 
quake 5 

This hevy lif I ledé for your sake 

Thogh ye ther-of in no wyse hedé take, 

My hertés lady, and hool my lyvés quene! 
For trewly dorste I seye, as that I fele, 
Mesemeth that your sweté herte of stele 

Is whettéd now ageynés me to kene. 


My deré herte and best belovéd fo, 

Why liketh yow to do me al this wo, 60 
What have I doon that greveth yow, or 

sayd, 

But for I serve and love yow and no mo? 

And whilst I lyve I wol ever do so; 
And therfor, swete, ne beth nat yvel 

apayd. 

For so good and so fair as ye be 
Hitweréright gret wonder but ye hadde 
Of allé servantes, bothe of goode and 

badde 5 
And leest worthy of alle hem, I am he. 


But never-the-les, my righté lady swete, 
Thogh that I be unconnyng and unmete 
To serve, as I coude best, ay your 
hynesse. 
Vit is thet fayner noon, that wolde I hete, 
Than I, to do yow ese, or ellés bete 
‘What so I wiste that were to your 
[distresse] ; 





St: Shirtey inserts 
51. This stanza is different in form from those 
that precede and follow 

ga Shirley inserts do after fede, 

secs here tobe dnyiiabic aa in A.S, 

- ley, noon fayner. 
74: Shitley, to youre hyenesse, caught from|.71- 
Skeat reads fo yow distresse. Perhaps that was 















‘And haddeI myght as good as I have wille 

Than shulde ye fele wher it were so 
or noon 5 

For in this worldé lyvyng is ther noon 

That fayner wolde your hertés wil fulfille. 


For bothe I love and eck dredeyowsosore, 
And algates moot, and have doon yow, 
ful yore, fo 
That betiré loved is noon, ne never shal ; 
And yit I wolde beseche yow of no more, 
Butleveth wel, and benot wrooth ther-fore, 
Andlat meserve yow forth ; lo, this is al ! 
For I am not so hardy, ne so wood, 
For to desire that ye shulde lové me; 
For wel I wot, allas.! that may nat be; 
Tam 0 litel worthy, and ye so.good. 


For ye be oon the worthiest on-lyve 

And I the most unlikly for to thryve 5 90 
Vit for al this witeth ye right wele 

That ye ne shul me from yourservyce dryve 

That I nil ay, with alle my wyttés fyve, 
Serve yow trewly, what wosothat I fele. 

For I am set on yow in swich manere, 
That, thogh ye never wil upon me rewe, 
I moste yow love, and beéneveras trewe 

As any man can, or may, on-lyvé [here]. 


But the moré that I love yow, goodly free, 
The lassé fynde I that ye loven me; 100 
Allas! whanshal thathardé wytamende? 
Wher is now al your wommanly pitee, 
Your gentilesse and your debonairtee 
Wilyeno-thyng ther-of uponmespende? 
And so hool, swete, as T am yourés al, 
‘And so gret wil as I have yow to serve, 
Now, certés, and ye leté me thus sterve, 
Yit have ye wonné ther-on but a smal. 


Fér at my knowyng, I do nought why, 
‘And this I wol beseche yow hertély, 110 


not in the ae text and wiste was pronounced 
asa dissyllabl 

‘ot. Skeat inserts mow before witeth,-but the 
ywhole poem is experimental, and possibly this line 
ieas Chaucer wrote it. Cp. I. 3 10% and 136. 
Taal arbeaey setae en the fiat alate ond 
dramatic value to the Ine, 


xy Skeat. 
‘more, etc. Skeat omits 
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COMPLEYNTE OF FAIRE ANELIDA AND FALSE ARCITE 177-244 





That she ne hath foot, on which she may 
sustene, 

But forth, languisshing evere in this estate, 

OF which Arcite hath nother routhe ne 
tene; 

His herte is elléswher so newe and grene, 

That on hir wo ne deyneth him not to 
thinke, 18 

lim rekketh never wher sheflete or synke. 


His newé lady holdeth him so narwé 
Up by the brydel, at the stavés ende, 
That every word he dradde hit as an arwé; 
Hir daunger made him bothé bowe and 

bende, 
Andas hir listé, madehim turne or wende; 
For she ne graunted him in her lyvynge 
No gracé, why that he hath lust to synge ; 


But drof him forth, unnethé liste hir 
knowe 190 
That he was servaunt to her ladishippe 3 
But lest that he wer proude, she helde 
him lowe. 
Thus serveth he, withoutén fee or shipe 
She sent him now to londé, now to shippe, 
And for she yaf him daunger al his fille, 
Therfor she hadde him at her owné wille. 





Ensample of this, ye thrifty wymmen, 

alle, 

Take here of Anelida and fals Arcite, 

That for hir liste him ‘deré herté” calle, 

And was so meke, therforhe loved hir lytes 

‘The kynde of mannés herte is todelyte zor 

In thyng that straunge is, also God me 
save ! 

For what he may not gete, that wolde he 
have 


Now turne we to Anelida ageyn, 
That pyneth day be day in languisshyng : 
But when she saw that hir ne gat no geyn, 
Upon a day, ful sorwfully wepyng, 

She caste hit for to make a compleynyng 5 
‘And with her owné hond sheganhit wryte, 
‘And sente it to her Theban knyght Arcite. 


183, A metaphor borrowed from a horse lightly 
harnessed to the pole of a cart. 
19. All read unto. 





[Zhe Compleynt of Faire Anclyda upon 
Fals Arcyte) 


(Proem) 
So thirleth with the poynt of remem- 
brance, an 
The swerd of sorwe, y-whet with fals 
plesaunce, 


Mynhertébare of blis, and blak of hewe, 
‘That turnéd is to quakyng al my daunce, 
My sureté in a-whapéd countenaunce, 

Sith hit availeth not for to ben trewe : 

For who-so trewest is, hit shall hir rewe 
‘Thatserveth love, and doth hir observaunce 

Alwey to oon, and chaungeth for no 

newe. 
(Strophe) 

I wot my-self as wel as any wyght, 220 
For! loved oon withalmyherte and myght, 

More then my-self an hundred thousand 

sithe, 
And calléde him my hertés lyf, myknyght, 
And was al his, as fer as hit was right ; 
And whan that he was glad, than was 
I blithe, 

And his disesé was my deeth as swythe, 
And he ageyn his trouthe me haddé plight, 

For ever-more, his lady me to kythe. 


Now is he fals, alas ! and causéles, 
And of my wo he is so routhéles, 230 

That witha wordehim list not onés deyne 
To bringe ageyn my sorwful herte in pees, 
For he is caught up in another lees ; 

Right as him list, he laugheth at my 

peyne, 

And I ne can myn herté not restreyne 
That I ne love him alwey nathéles, 

AAndofal this I noottowhomme pleyne. 


‘And shal I pleyne (alas! the hardé 
stounde) 238 
Unto my foo, that yaf my herte a wounde, 
‘And yetdesireththat myn harm be more? 
Nay, certés | ferther wol I never founde 
Non other help my sorés for to sounde ; 
My desteny hath shapen hit ful yore, 
I wil non other medecyne ne lore, 


229. F BH Allas now hath he icf me 
causeles. 
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THE PARLE MENT OF FOULES 


1-30 





Now mercy, swete, if I mysseye ! 
Have I seyd oght amys, I preye? 
I noot, my wit is al a1 
I fare as doth the songe of Chauentepleure ; 
For now I pleyne, and now I pleye, 321 
Iam so maséd that I deye, 
Arcite hath born awey the keye 
Of al my worlde, and my good aventure. 





For in this worlde nys créature, 
Walkyngey in more discomfiture, 
Then I, ne moré sorwe endure ; 
And if I slepe a furlong wey or tweye, 
Than thinketh me, that your figure 
Before me stant clad in asure, 
To profren eft a newe assure, 
For to be trewe, and mercy me to preye. 





330 


The longé nyght, this wonder sight I 

drye, 

And on the day for this afray I dye, 

‘And of al this right noght, ywys, yerecche ; 

Ne nevermo myn fen two be drye, 

And to your routhe and to your trouthe 
Tcrie! 

But, welawey ! to fer be they to fecche, 

Thus holdeth me my destynee a wrecche, 

But me to rede out of this drede, or gye, 

Ne may my wit, so weyke is hit, not 
strecche, ut 





(Conclusion) 


Thenende I thus,sithTmaydonomore,— 
I yeve hit up for now and evermore ; 
For I shal never eft puttén in balaunce 
My sekernes, ne lerne of love the lore 5 
Butas the swan, I have herd seye ful yore, 
Ayeyns his deeth shal singén his penaunce, 
So singe I here the destyny or chaunce, 
How that Arcite, Anclida so sore 
Had thirléd with the poynt of remem- 
braunce. 350 





[Mite Story continued 


Whan that Anclida, this woful quene, 
Hath of her handé writen in this wyse, 


370. Chauntepleure, the name of a famous 
of the sah, gentry addresed to those wh 
sing in this world Iut shall weep in the next. 
F BH To sere yet. 
‘This stanza is found only in Tn. D Fl. 








x 
3 
and I, 








With facé deed, betwyxe pale and grene, 
She fel a-swowe; and sith she gan to rise, 
‘And unto Mars avoweth sacrifise 

Within the temple, with a sorwful chere, 
That shapen was, as ye shal after here. 





THE PARLEMENT OF FOULES 


Here begynyth the Parlement of Foulys 
The Proem 


Tue lyf so short, the craft so long to lerne, 
Thassayso hard, so sharp theconquerynge, 
The dredful joye, alwcy that slit so yerne ; 
Al this mene I be love, that my felyng 

A-stonyeth with his wondyrful werkyng, 
So sore y-wis, that whan T on hym thynke 
Nat wot I wel wher that I flete or synke. 


Foral be that I knowe not Love indede, 
Ne wot how that he quyteth folk hir hyre, 
Vit happeth me ful ofte in bokés rede 10 
Of his myraclés and his cruel yre ; 

Ther rede I wel he wol be lord and syre, 
I dar nat seyn, his strokés been so sore, 
But God save swich a lord! I sey no more. 


Oftusage, whatforlustand what for lore, 
On bokés rede I ofte, as I yow tolde. 
Butwherforthat I speke al this? Not yore 
Agon, it happéd me for to be-holde 18 
Up-ona bok, was write with lettrés olde; 
And ther-upon, a certeyn thing to lerne, 
The longé day ful faste I radde and yerne. 


For out of oldé feldés, as men seith, 

Cometh al this newé com from yeer to 
yere; 

And out of oldé bokes, in good feith, 
Cometh al this newé science that men lere. 
But now to purpos as of this matere,— 
To redé forth it gan me so delyte, 
That al the day me thoughté but a lyte. 


This bok, of which I maké mencioun, 
Entitled was al thus as I schal telle, 3 
Th. may plainly. 

srates’ first aphorism :— 


& Blos Bpaxis, # 88 réx07 waxpy. 
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THE PARLEMENT OF FOULES 


99-166 





The wery hunter, slepyng in his bed, 
Towode ayein his myndé goth anoon ; 100 
The jugé dremeth how his plees ben sped 
The carter dremeth how his carte is goon ; 
The riche of gold ; the knyght fight with 
his foon ; 

The syké met he drynketh of the tonne ; 
The lover met he hath his lady wonne. 


Can I not seyn if that the causé were 

For I hadde red of African beforn, 

‘That madé me to mete that he stood there, 
But thus seyde he: ‘Thou hast thee so 

wel born 

In lokyng of myn oldé book to-torn, 110 
Of which Macrobie roghté not a lyte, 
That somdel of thy labour wolde I quyte.’ 


Cytherea, thou blisful lady swete, 

That with thy fyrbrond dauntest whom 
thee lest, 

And madest me this sweven for to mete, 

Be thou my helpe in this, for thow mayst 
best 


As wisly as I say the north-north-west, 
Whan I began myn sweven for to wryte; 
So yif me myght to ryme it and endyte. 


The Story 


This forseyd African me hente a-noon, 
And forth-with him untoa gate me broghte 
Right of a park, walléd with grené stoon ; 
And over the gate with lettrés large 

y-wroghte 
There werén vers y-writen, as me thoghte, 
On cyther syde of ful gret difference, 
Of which I shal now seyn the pleyn 
sentence. 


* Thurgh me men goon in-to that blisful 
place 
Of hertés hele and dedly woundés cure ; 
Thurgh me men gon un-to the welle of 
Grace 
99. Cp. Claudian, /n Sertum Consulatum 
Honorii Augusti Prafatio, M. 3-10. 
109. Che Informa, i. 83. 
113. Cytherea, Venus. 
117. Areference to the planet Venus. gay, saw. 
12h Cp. Jaforno, iia ff 





Ther grene and lusty May shal ever 
endure 5 130 

This is the wey to al good aventure ; 

Be glad, thow reder and thy sorweof-caste. 

Al open am I, pas in and sped the 
faste !” 


“Thurgh me men gon,’ than spak that 
other syde, 
«Unto the mortal strokes of the spere 
Of which Disdaynand Daungeris thegyde, 
Ther never tre shal fruyt ne levés bere. 
This streem you ledeth to the sorwful were 
Ther as the fish in prison is al drye 
Theschewyng is only the remedye.” 140 
Thise vers of gold and blak y-writen 
were, 


,The whiche I gan a-stonied to be-holde ; 


For with that oon encreséde ay my fere, 

‘And with that other gan myn herté bolde ; 

That oon me hette, that other dide me 
colde 

No wit hadde I, for errour, for to chese 

To entre or fleen, or me to save or lese. 


Right as be-twixén adamauntés two 
Of even myght a pece of yrén set, 149 
That hath no myght to mevé tone fro,— 
Forwhat thatoon mayhalethat otherlet,— 
Ferde I, that nysté whether me was best 
To entre or leve, til African, my gyde, 

Me hente, and shoof in at the gatés wyde. 


And seyde, ‘It stondeth writen in thy 
face 

Thynerrour, though thou telle it not tome, 
But dred thee not to come in-to this place, 
For thiswrityng nis no thyng ment by thee, 
Ne by noon, but he Lovés servaunt 
For thou of love hast lost thy tast, I gesse, 
‘As seek man hath of swete and bitternesse, 


‘Bat nathéles,al-though that thou be 
dulle, 162 
Yitthat thoucanst notdo, yitmayst thou se, 
For many a man that may not stonde a 
pulle, 
It liketh him at wrastlyng for to be, 
And demén yit wher he do bet or he; 
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In kirtels, al disshevelé wente they 
there,— 

That was hir office alwey. yeer be yere,— 

And on the temple of doves white and 
faire 

Saw I sittyngé many an hundred 7 








Be-fore the temple dlore, ful soberly, 
Dame Pees sat with a curteyn in hir 
hond, 240 
And hir besydé, wonder discretly, 
Dame Paciencé sittyng ther I fond 
With facé pale, up-on an hille of sond ; 
And aldernext within and eek with-oute, 
Beheste and Art, and of hir folk a route, 


Within the temple, of syghés hote as 
fyr 

T herde a swogh that gan abouté rene ; 

Whiche syghés were engendred with 
desyr 

‘That maden every auter for to brenne 

Of newé flume; and wel espyed I 
thenne 250 

That al the cause of sorwés that they 
drye 

Com of the bitter goddesse Jelousye. 


The god Priapus saw I as I wente 
Within the temple, in sovereyn placé 


stonde 

Tn swich aray as whan the asse him 
shente, 

With cry by nyght, and with his ceptre 
in honde. 


Ful besily men gunne assaye and fonde 
Up-on his hede to sete, of sondry hewe 
Garlondés ful of freshé flourés newe. 259 





And ina privee corner in desporte 
Fond I Venus and hir portére Richesse, 
That was ful noble and hauteyn of hir 

porte 5 
Derk was that place, 
lighmesse 
I saw a lyte, unnethe it myghte be lesse, 
And on a bed of golde she lay to reste 
Til that the hoté sonné gan to weste. 


but afterward 









Fasti,i. 415. 


255. Cp. Ovi 
ide, Vic St, 63-66. 


0. Cp. 








Hir gilte herés with a golden thred 
Y-bounden were, untrusséd as she lay, 
And naked fro the breste unto the hed 
Men myghte hir seen; and sothly for to 

say, 270 
The remenaunt was wel keveréd to my 


Pay, 
Right with a subtil kerchef of Valence, 
Ther nas no thikker cloth of no defence. 


The placé yaf a thousand savours swote, 
And Bachus, god of wyn, sat hir besyde, 
‘And Sereis’ next, that doth of hungir 

bote ; 
‘And as I seyde, amyddés lay Cypride, 
To whom, on knees two yongé folkés cryde 
To ben hir help; but thus I let hir lye, 
And ferther in the temple I gan espye 280 


That, in dispit of Diané the chaste, 

Ful many a bow y-broke heng on the wal, 

Of maydens swiche as gunne hir tymés 
waste 

In hir servyse ; and peynted overal 

Ful many & story of which I touché shal 

A fewe, as of Calyxte and Athalante, 

‘And many a mayde of which the name I 
wante : 


Semyramus, Candace and Herculés, 
Biblis, Dido, Thisbé, and Piramus, 
Tristram, Isoude, Paris, and Achillés, 290 
Eleyné, Cleopatre, and ‘Troilus, 

Silla, and eek the moder of Romulus,— 

272. Ualence, probably Valence. near Tynos, 
where sill is st made.” Boccaccio has ‘Festa, 
ta sottil.” 

76. Sereis, Ceres. 
77. Crpride, i ¢. Venus, because of her wor- 
tn Cyprus. 


ope Cre 
326. Catiste, 








‘acide, Vi. st, 61, 63. 
daughter of Lycaon, King of 
., and mother of Arcas, changed by Juno 
salousy into a she-bear, and raised to 
heaven by Jupiter as Ursa Major. 
288. Semyramrus, Semiramis, Queen of As- 
syria, 
ME88. Candace, an Tndian queen loved by Alex? 
ander the Great 
ape Tristram, Isonde, Tristran (or Tristan) 
al Foils Cot of French medignval mance, 
2. Silla, Seylla, daughter of Nisus, who for 
love of ‘Minos cut off her father’s hair, on which his 
life depended, and was turned into the bird Ciris. 
202. moder of Romulus, Via or Rhea Silvia, 
daughter of Numitor. 
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The sparwé, Venus sune; the nyhtyn- 
gale, 35 
That clepeth forth the groné levés newe 5 
The swalow, mortrer of the flyés smale, 
That maken hony of flourés fresshe of 
hewe 5 
The wedded turtel, with hire herté trewe, 
The pecok, with his aungels fethrés 
bright 5 
The fesaunt, scorer of the cok by nyght 5 


The waker goos ; the cukkow ever un- 
kynde 5 

‘The popynjay, ful of delicasye ; 339 

The draké, stroyer of his owné kynde + 

The stork, the wreker of avouterye ; 

The hoté cormeraunt of glotenye ; 

Theravenwys; the crow, with vois of care; 

The throstel old ; the frosty feldéfare. 





What shulde I seyn? Of foulés every 
kynde 

That in this world han fethrés and stature, 
Menmyghtén in that placeassembled fynde 
Before the noble goddessé Nature. 
‘And everich of hem did his besy cure 
Benygnély to chese or for to take 
By hir acord his formel or his make. 


370 


But to the poynt,—Nature held on 
hir hond 

A formel egle, of shap the gentiléste 

That ever she a-mong hire werkés fond ; 

The moste benygné and the goodliéste ; 

In hir was every vertu at his reste 

So ferforth, that Nature hir-selfe hadde 
blisse 

To loke on hir and ofte hir bek to kisse, 


Nature, the vicaire of the almyghty 


rd, 
That hoot, cold, hevy, light, and moist, 
and dreye 389 
Hath knyt, with evené noumbrésof a-cord, 
In esy vois began to speke and seye, 
“Foulés, tak hede of my sentence, I preye, 





st. ‘The sparrow was sacred to Venus. 
x Neckamn, Liter de Naturis Rerum 





And, foryouresein furtheryngof yournede, 
‘As faste as I may speke I wol me speede. 


*Yeknow wel howseynt Valentynésday, 
Byny statut and through my governaunce, 
Ye comen for to chese—and flee your 
way— 
Your makés, asI prike yow with plesaunce; 
But nathéles my rightful ordénaunce 390 
May I nat lete for al this world to wynne, 
That he that most is worthy shal begynne. 


‘The tercel egle, as that ye knowén wel, 
The foul royal, a-bove yow in degree, 
The wyse and worthy, sécree, trewe as stel, 
The which I have y-formed, as ye may see, 
In every part as it best liketh me,— 

Hit nedeth not his shap yow to devyse,— 
He shal first chese and spekén in his gyse. 


“And after him by order shul ye chese, 
After your kyndé, everich as yow lyketh, 
‘And as your hap is shul ye wynne or lese ; 
But which of yow that lové most entriketh 
God sende him hir that sorest for him 
syketh.” 
And therwithal the tercel gan she calle, 
‘And seyde, ‘My sone, the choys is to 
thee falle. 


«But nathéles, in this condicioun 

Mot be the choys of everich that is here, 
That she a-gree to his eleccioun, 

Who-so he be that shuldé be hir fere 3410 
This our usage alwcy from yer to yere, 
And who-somayat thistymehavehisgrace, 
In blisful tyme he com into this place.’ 


With hed enclynéd and with humblé 
chere 

This royal tercel spak, and taried nought : 

“Un-to my sovereyn lady, and nought 
my fere— 

I chese, and chese with wille and herte 
and thought, 

Theformel onyour hond, sowely-wrought, 

Whos I am al and ever wol hir serve, 419 

| Do what hir list, to do me live or sterve. 


atx. This=this is. Cp. Il 620, 6493 also A. 7: 
233 and 885, 
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With dredful vois the formel hir 
answerle : 

rightful lady, goddesse of Nature, 
that Iam ever under your yerde, 
Like as is everich other creature, 642 
And mot ben yourés whil my lyf may dure; 
And therfor graunteth me my firsté bone, 


‘And myn entent Lwol yowseyn right sone.” 





“I graunte it yow,’ quod she, and right 
a-non 

This formel egle spak in this degre : 

+ Almyghty quene, unto thi: 

Laské réspit for to a. 

And after that to have my choys al fre ; 

This al and som that I wol speke and 
seyes 

Ye gete no moreal-though ye do me deye. 





‘T wol not servén Venus ne Cupide, 

For sothe as yet, by no manéré weye.” 

«Now, syn it may non otherweys betyde,? 

Quod ‘tho Nature, ‘here is no more to 
seyes 

Than wolde Ithat thesefouléswerea-weye, 

Ech with his make, for tarying lenger 
here,’— 

And seyde hem thus, as ye shul after here. 


‘To you speke I, ye tercelets,’ quod 
Nature, 

“Beth of good herte and serveth, alle thre ; 
A yecr nis nat so longé to endure, 661 
‘And ech of yow peyne him in his degre 
For to do well ; for, God wot, quit is she 
Fro you this yeer; what after so be-falle ; 
This entremés is dresséd for you alle.’ 





And whan this werk al broght was to 

an ende, 

To every foulé Nature yaf his make 

Byeven acorde, and onhir wey they wende; 

And, Lord, the blisse and joyé that they 
make ! 

For ech gan other in his wyngés take, 670 

And with hir nekkés ech gan other wynde, 

‘Thankyngalwey thenoble quene of kynde. 





But first were chosen foules for to synge, 

‘As, yer be yere, was alwey hir usance 

To synge a roundel at hir departynge, 

To don to Nature honour and plesaunce. 

The note, I trowe, y-makéd was in 
Fraunce ; 

The wordés were swiche as ye may here 
fynde 

The nexté vers, as I now have in mynde. 


“Now welcom, somer, with thy sonné softe, 

That Hakka, wets wees > 
shake 

‘And driven a-wey the longényghtés bakes 


Seynt Valentyn, that art ful by on lofte, 
Thus syngén smalé foulés for thy sake 
Now welcom, somer, with thy sonné 
softe, 
That hast this wintrés weders over- 
shake. 


Wele han they causé for to gladén ofte, 
Sith ech of hem recoveréd hath his make ; 
Ful blisful mowe they ben when they 


awake. 

Now welcom, somer, with thy sonné 
softe, 650 

That hast this wintrés weders over- 
shake 

And driven a-wey the longé nyghtés 
blake ;? 


And with the showtyng whan the song 
was do 


That foulés madén at hir flight awey, 
I wook, and other bokes tok me to, 

To rede up-on ; and yet I rede alwey 5 
In hope y-wys to redé so sum day, 

That I shall meté somthyng for to fare 
The bet ; and thus to rede Inyl not spare. 

675. roundel, also called triolet in. its oldest 
form, a short m in which the first line or lines 
recur in frei middle and at the end, 

6 ‘but Gg. om. second te. 

685 4 “he lines are not repeated either here 
or at ‘Gg. and Jo., the only MSS. 
which siete Soins niga the Rest zee ines 
ire wanting altogether, 
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hadde conversed and hauntyd fro my 
youthe; and I seide thus: ‘O thow 
maystresse of alle vertues, descended 
from the sovercyne sete, whi arttow 
comen in-to this solitarie place of myn 
exil? Artow comen for thou art maad 
coupable with me of false blames ?? [70] 
O!" quod sche, ‘my nory, schulde I 
forsake the now, and schulde I nat 
parten with the, by comune travaile, the 
charge that thow hast sufired for envye 
of my name? Certes it nere nat leveful 
ne syttynge thyng to philosophie, to leten 
with-outen companye the weye of hym 
that is innocent. Schulde I  thanne 
redowte my blame, and agrysen as though 
ther were by-fallen a newe thyng? For 
trowestow that philosophie be now alder- 
ferst assailed in periles ly folk of wykkide 
maneris? Have I noght stryven with 
fal greet strif in olde tyme, byfor the age 
of my Plato, ayens the foolhardynesse of 
folye? [75] And eek, the same Plato 
Iyvynge, his mayster Socrates desserved 
victorie of unryghtful deth in my presence. 
The heritage of the whiche Socrates (the 
heritage is to seyn, the doctryne of the 
whiche Socrates in his opinyoun of 
felicite, that I clepe welefulnesse) whan 
that the peple of Epycuriensand Stoyciens 
and many othre enforceden hem to gon 
ravyssche everyche man for his part 
(that is to seyn that everych of hem 
wolde drawen to the defense of his 
opinyoun the wordes of Socrates), they 
as in partye of hir preye to-drowen me, 
cryinge and debatyng ther ayens, and 
korven and to-rente my clothes that I 
hadde woven with myn handes; and 
with the cloutes that thei hadden arased 
out of my clothes, thei wenten a-wey 
wenynge that I hadde gon with hem 
every del. [5] In whiche Epycuriens 
and Stoyciens for as myche as ther semede 
some traces or steppes of myn abyte, the 
folie of men wenynge tho Epycuryens 
and Stoyciens my familiers pervertede 
some thurw the ctrour of the wikkide or 
unkunnynge multitude of hem. (This is 
to seyn, that, for they semeden philoso- 




















phres, thei weren pursued to the deth 
and slayn.) So yif thou ne hast noght 
knowen the exilynge of Anaxogore, ne 
the enpoisonynge of Socrates, ne the 
turmentes of Zeno, for they weren 
straungiers, yit myghtestow han knowen 
the Seneciens, and the Canyos, and the 
Soranas, of whiche folk the renoun is 
neyther over-oold ne unsollempne. [85] 
The whiche men no thyng elles 
Droght hem to the deeth, but oonly for 
thei weren enformyd of myne maneris, 
and semyde moost unlyk to the studies 
of wykkid folk. And for-thi thou ought- 
est noght to wondren thoughe that I, in 
the byttere see of this lif, be fordryven 
with tempestes blowynge aboute. In 
the whiche this is my moste purpoos, 
that is to seyn to displesen to wikkide 
men, Of whiche schrewes al be the 
ost nevere so greet, it is to despise ; for 
it nys nat governyd with no ledere (of 
resoun), but it is ravyssched oonly by 
flectynge errour folyly and lightly ; and 
yif they som-tyme, makynge an oost ayens 
us, assayle us as strengere, our ledere 
draweth to-gidre his richesses in-to his 
tour, and they ben ententyf aboute sar- 
pleris or sachelis, unprofitable for to 
taken, [oo] But we that ben heighe 
above, syker fro alle tumolte and wood 
noyse, warnstoryd and enclosed in swiche 
a paleys whider as that chaterynge or 
anoyinge folye ne may nat atayne, we 
scorne swyche ravyneres and henteres of 
fouleste thynges. 





“ Quispuis composite, —Metrum 4 


Who-so it be that is cleer of vertue, 
sad and wel ordynat of lyvynge, that hath 
put under fote the proude weerdes and 
loketh, up-right, up-on either fortune, 
he may holden his chere undesconfited, 

84. Anaxogore, like Canyos (and Soranas 


re, owes its form to the Latin text, 
fhe Sencciens, ele, £-f. men like Seneca, 











Cantus, and Soranus. Seneciens is probably due 
to Fr. ' Senerciens.’ 

. leer of vertue, ‘serenus’ glossed ‘clarus 
virtute? 
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“And how may this be,’ quod sche, 
“that, syn thow knowest the bygynnynge 
of thynges, that thow ne knowest nat 
what is the eende of thynges? But 
swiche ben the customes of perturba- 
ciouns, and this power they han, that 
they mai moeve a man from his place 
(that is to seyn, fro the stabelnesse and 
perfeccion of his knowynge) ; but certes, 
thei mai nat al arrace hym, ne aliene 
hym inal. But I wolde that thou wold- 
est answere to this: Kemembrestow that 
thow art a man?’ 

«Whi schulde I nat remembren that?” 
quod I. 

“Maystow noght telle me thane,’ 
quod sche, ‘what thyng is a man?” 

* Axestow me nat,’ quod I, ‘ whethir 
that I bea resonable morte] beste? I 
woot wel, and I confesse wel that I am 
it.” [o40] 

«Wystestow nevere yit that thow were 
ony othir thyng?’ quod sche. 

*No,? quod I. 

«Now woot I,’ quod sche, ‘other 
cause of thi maladye, and that ryght 
greet: thow hast left for-to knowen 
thy-selve what thou art. Thurw whiche 
I have playnly fownde the cause of thi 
maladye, or elles the entree of recover- 
ynge of thyn hele. For-why, for thow 
art confunded with foryetynge of thi-self, 
for-thi sorwestow that thow art exiled 
fro thy propre goodes ; and for thow ne 
woost what is the eende of thynges, for- 
thy demestow that fclouns and wikkide 
men ben myghty and weleful ; [245] and 
for thow hast foryeten by whiche governe- 
mentes the wetld is governed, for-thy 
weenestow that thise mutacions of for- 
tunes fleten withouten governour. Thise 
ben grete causes, noght oonly to maladye, 
but certes gret causes to deth. But I 
thanke the auctour and the makere of 
hele, that nature hath nat al forleten the. 





24, Piura suhiche, etn tauace,pleniwime 
ees inveni'; Fr. ‘par quoy (for pourguoi) ie ai 
tainement (ie. icinemantsmintaken by Chaucer 
for O.F. plaincment, ouvertenient) trouvee,’ etc. 
1246. fortunes, *fortunarum' ; found only in Cy 
Cx.j others fortune, 














T have gret noryssynge of thy hele, and 
that is, the sothe sentence of governance 
of the world, that thou by-levest that 
the governynge of it is nat subgit ne 
underput to the folye of thise happes 
aventurous, but to the resoun of god. 
And ther-fore doute the nothing, for of 
this litel spark thine heet of lijf schal 
shine. 

But for as moche as it is nat tyme yet 
of fastere remedies, and the nature of 
thoughtes desceyved is this, that, as ofte 
as they casten awey sothe opynyouns, 
they clothen hem in false opynyouns, 
[250] of the whiche false opynyouns the 
derknesse of perturbacion waxeth up, 
that confowndeth the verray insyghte— 
that derknesse schal I assaie som-what 
to maken thynne and wayk by lyghte 
and mencliche remedies; so that, aftir 
that the derknesse of desceyvynge de- 
syrynges is doon away, thow mowe knowe 
the schynynge of verraye light. 


‘ Nubibus atris condita.’—Metram 7 


The sterres, covred with blake cloudes, 
ne mowen yeten a-doun no lyght. Yif 
the truble wynd that hyghte Auster, 
turnynge and wallwynge the sec, medle- 
eth the heete (that is to seyn, the boyl- 
ynge up fro the botme), the wawes, that 
whilom weren clere as glas and lyk to 
the fayre Lryghte dayes, withstant anon 
the syghtes of men by the filthe and 
ordure that is resolved. [255] And the 
fleetynge streem, that royleth doun di- 
versely fro heye montaygnes, is areestid 
and resisted ofte tyme by the encountrynge 
of a stoon that is departed and fallen fro 
some roche. And for-thy, yif thou wolt 
loken and demen soth with cleer lyght, 
and hoolden the weye with a ryght path, 
weyve thow joie, dryf fro the drede, 
fleme thow hope, ne lat no sorwe aproche 
(that is to seyn, lat non of thise passiouns 
overcomen the or blenden the). For 

248. noryssynge, ‘fomentum’; found only in 
Cx B trust; others noryseynee 

2st. Belore that derkncsse all MSS. insert and. 

257. Ca Ai Hn. thise foure passiow 
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and yyveth hem, as fool large, moche 
gold, and apparayleth coveytous folk 
with noble or cleer honours ; yit semeth 
hem haven I-geten no thyng, but alwey 
hir cruel ravyne, devourynge al that they 
han geten, scheweth othere gapynges 
(that is to seyn, gapyn and desiren yit 
after mo rychesses). What  brydles 
myghte withholden to any certeyn ende 
the disordene covetise of men, whan 
evere the rather that it fletith in large 
yiftes, the more ay brenneth in hem the 
thurst of havynge? Certes he that 
qwakynge and dredful weneth hym-selven 
nedy, he ne lyveth never-mo ryche.” [523] 


‘Miis igitur si pro se—Prosa 3 


Therfore, yif that fortune spake with 
the for hir-self in this manere, for-sothe 
thow ne haddest noght what thou 
myghtest answere. And yif thow hast 
any thyng wher-with thow mayst right- 
fully defenden thi compleynte, it be- 
hoveth the to schewen it, and I wol yyve 
the space to tellen it.’ 

“Certeynly,’ quod I thanne, ‘thise 
ben faire thynges and enoynted with 
hony swetnesse of Rethorik and Musike ; 
and oonly whil thei ben herd thei ben 
delycious, hut to wrecches it is a deppere 
felyng of harm. (This is to scyn, that 
wrecches felen the harmes that thei 
suffren more grevously than the remedies 
or the delices of thise wordes mowen 
gladen or conforten him.) So that, 
whanne thise thynges stynten for to 
soune in cris, the sorwe that is in-set 
greveth the thought.’ [330] 

«Right so it is,’ quod sche. ‘For 
thise ben yit none remedies of thy 
maladye, but they ben a maner norissch- 
ynges of thi sorwe, yit rebel ayen thi 
curacioun, For whan that tyme is, I 
schal moeve and adiust swiche thynges 

323, acheweth, etc, ‘pandit ie. manifestat 


alios hiatos.” ; 
398. if is, fe. there is. Cy Hn. Ay Ag H omit 


it. 


32: Ce Hn. Ay Cy omit and adinst; Band 
fe; Fr. ‘aiusterai. 











that percen hem-selve depe. But 
natheles that thow schalt noght wilne to 
leten thi-self a wrecche, hastow foryeten 
the nowmbre and the maner of thi wele- 
fulnesse? I holde me stille how that 
the sovereyn men of the city token the 
in cure and in kepynge, whan thow were 
orphelyn of fader and of modir, and were 
chose in affynite of prynces of the cite ; 
and thow by-gonne rather to ben leef 
and deere than for to been a neyghebour, 
the whiche thyng is the moste precyous 
kinde of any propinquyte or alliaunce 
that mai ben. [335] Who is it that ne 
seide tho that thow neere right weleful, 
with so gret a nobleye of thi fadres-in- 
lawe, and with the chastete of thy wyf, 
and with the oportunyte and noblesse of 
thyne masculyn children (that is to seyn, 
thy sones)? And over al this—me list 
to passen of comune thynges—how thow 
haddest in thy youthe dignytees that 
weren wernd to oolde men. But it 
deliteth me to comen now to the synguler 
uphepynge of thi welefulnesse. Vif 
any fruyt of mortel thynges mai han 
any weyghte or pris of welefulnesse, 
myghtestow evere forgeten, for any 
charge of harm that myghte byfalle, the 
remembraunce of thilke day that thow - 
seye thi two sones maked conseileris, and 
I-ladde to-gidre fro thyn hous under so 
greet assemble of senatours and under 
the blithnesse of peple ; [340] and whan 
thow saye hem set in the court in hir 
chayeres of dignytes? Thow, rethorien 
or pronouncere of kynges preysynges, 
desservedst glorie of wit and of eloquence 
when thow, syttynge bytwixen thi two 
sones conseylers, in the place that highte 
Circo, fulfiidest’ the abydynge of the 
multitude of peple that was sprad abouten 
the with so large preysynge and laude 
as men syngen in victories. Tho yave 


336. necre, Ca were. 
336. fadres.in-lawe, ‘socerorum.’ 
337. over al this, etc., ' Pravtereo (Iibet enim 

preterire conmunia) sumptas,” etc., misread ax 
Pravterea (libet praterire,’ etc, 80 that how 

depends on J holde me stile) in 334. 

‘340. under, ‘sub frequentia,’ etc. 
3a. MSS. and fulfildest. 
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of the loweste thynges; ne ye undir- 
standen nat how grect a wrong ye don 
to your creatour.. For he wolde that 
mankynde were moost wurthy and noble 
of any othere eithly thynges, and ye 
thresten a-doun yowre dignytes bynethen 
the loweste thynges. [4éo] For yif that 
al the good of every thyng be more 
Precyous than is thilke thyng whos that 
the good is, syn ye demen that the 
fowleste thynges ben your goodes, thanne 
submitten ye and putten  your-selven 
undir the fouleste thynges by your estima- 
cioun; and certes this betydeth nat 
withouten your desert. For certes swiche 
is the condicioun of alle mankynde, that 
oonly whan it hath knowynge of it-self, 
thanne passeth it in noblesse alle othere 
thynges; and whan it forletith the 
knowynge of it-self thanne it is brought 
by-nethen alle beestes, For-whi alle 
othere lyvynge beestes han of kynde to 
knowe nat hem-self; but whan that men 
leeten the knowynge of hem-sclf, it cometh 
hem of vice. But how broode scheweth 
the errour and the folie of yow men, that 
wenen that anythyng mai ben apparailed 
with straunge apparailementes ! Dut for- 
sothe that mai nat be don. [4s] For 
yif a wyght schyncth with thynges that 
ben put to hym (as thus, yif thilke 
thynges schynen with whiche a man is 
ul), certes thilke thynges ben 
and preysed with whiche he is 
apparayled ; but natheles, the thyng that 
is covered und wrapped under that 
duelleth in his felthe. 

And I denye that thilke thyng be good 
that ane hym that hath Gabbe 
Tof this? Thow wolt sey “nay.” Certes 























rychesses han anoyed ful ofte hem that 
han tho rychesses, syn that every wikkid 
schrewe, and for his wikkidnesse is the 
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vikiddnesse, etc. (Cy Hn. A: 
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70. and f 
Apomit #, 
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more gredy aftir othir folkes rychesses 
wher so evere it be in ony place, be it 
gold or precyous stones; and weneth 
hym oonly most worthy that hath hem, 
[ye] Thow thanne, that so b 
now the swerd and the spere, yi 
haddest entred in the path of this lif a 
voyile weyfarynge man, thanne woldestow 
syngen by-for the theef. (As who seith, 
a pore man that bereth no rychesse on 
hym by the weie may boldely synge 
byforn theves, for he hath nat where-of 
to be robbed.) © precyous and ryght 
leer isthe blisfulnesseof mortel rychesses, 
that, whan thow hast geten it, thanne 
hastow lorn thi sikernesse ! 








‘Felix nimium prior etas."—Metram § 


Blisful was the firste age of men. 
‘They heelden hem apayed with the 
metes that the trewe feeldes broughten 
forth. They ne destroyeden ne des- 
seyvede nat hem-sclf with outrage. They 
weren wont lyghtly to slaken hir hungir 
at even with accornes of ookes. [47s] 
They ne coude nat medle the yift of 
Bachus to the cleer hony (that is to seyn, 
they coude make no pyment or clarree), 
ne they coude nat medle the bryghte 
fleeses of the contre of Seryens with the 
venym of Tyrie (this is to seyn, thei 
coude nat deyen white fleeses of Syrien 
contre with the blood of a maner schelle- 
fyssche that men fynden in Tyrie, with 
whiche blood men deyen purpre). They 
slepen holsome slepes uppon the gras, 
and dronken of the rennynge watres, and 
layen undir the schadwes of the heye 
pyn trees. Ne no gest ne straunger ne 
karf yit the heye see with cores or with 
schipes ; ne thei ne hadden seyn yit none 
newe stroondes to leden marchandise into 
diverse contrees. Tho weren the cruele 
clariouns ful hust and ful stille. Ne 
blood I-schad by egre hate ne hadde nat 






Also translated in The Former Age. 

ferses of the, etc., ‘vellera serum’ (ep, 

1), ‘Hes ister des Sirians 

‘ ian nengm of Tyrie, ‘Tytio 
‘eneno” (cp. Georg: in 468k 


474-484. 
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and trenden withynne hymself the lyght 
of his ynwarde sighte; and let hym 
gaderyn ayein, enclynynge in-to a com- 
pas, the longe moevynges of his thoughtes ; 
and let hym techyn his corage that he 
hath enclosid and hid in his tresors, al 
that he compasseth or sccheth fro with- 
ute. And thanne thilke thing, that the 
blake cloude of errour whilom hadde 
y-covered, schal lighte more clerly than 
Phebus hymself ne  schyneth. [1045] 
(Glosa. Who so wol seke the depe ground 
of soth in his thought, and wil nat ben 
disseyvid by false proposicouns that goon 
amys fro the trouthe, lat hym wel examine 
. and rolle withynne hym-self the nature 
and the propretes of the thing; and let 
him yet eft sones examine and rollen his 
thoughtes by good deliberacion or that he 
deme, and lat hym techyn his soule that 
it hath, by naturel principles kyndeliche 
yhyd with-ynne it-self, al the trouthe the 
Wwhiche ymagineth to ben in thinges with- 
oute, And thanne al the derknesse of 
his mysknowynge shall seen more evy- 
dently to the sighte of his undirstond- 
ynge than the sonne ne semeth to the 
‘sighte withoute-forth.) [1050] For certes 
the body, bryngynge the weighte of 
foryetynge, ne hath nat chased out of 
your thought al the cleernesse of your 
knowyng ; for certeynli the seed of soth 
haldeth and clyveth within yowr corage, 
and it is a-waked and excited by the 
wynde and by the blastes of doctrine. 
For wherfore elles demen ye of your 
owene wil the ryghtes, whan ye ben 
axid, but if so were that the noryssch- 
ynges of resoun ne lyvede y-plounged 
in the depe of your herte? (This to 
seyn, how schulde men deme the sothe 
of any thing that wer axid, yif ther nere 
a rote of sothfastnesse that were y- 
plounged and hyd in the naturel prin- 
ciples, the whiche sothfastnesse lyvede 
within the depnesse of the thought ?) 
And if it so be that the Muse and the 





1050. seen (B has r) seems to mean ‘ay 
Fegead EWS sobs Cons and Be age 
(Morris). 





doctrine of Plato syngeth soth, al that 
every wyght Icerneth, he ne doth no 
thing elles thanne but recordeth, as men 
recorden thinges that ben foryeten.’ [105s] 


«Tune ego Platoni inguam.’—Prosa 12 


Thanne seide I thus: ‘} accorde me 
gretly to Plato, for thou recordist and 
remembrist me thise thinges yet the 
seconde tyme; that is to seye, first 
whan I loste my memorie be the con- 
tagious coniunccioun of the body with 
the soule, and eftsones aftirward, whan 
y lost it confounded by the charge and 
be the burdene of my sorwe.’ 

And thanne seide sche thus: ‘ Yif 
thow loke,’ quod sche, ‘first the thynges 
that thou hast graunted, it ne schal nat 
Len ryght fer that thow ne schalt remem- 
bren thilke thinges that thou seidest that 
thou nystist nat.” 

“What thing ?? quod I. 

“By whiche governement,’ quod sche, 
“that this world is governed.’ 

‘Me remembreth it wel,’ quod I; 
‘and I confesse wel that I ne wyste it 
nat. [1060] But al be it so that I see now 
from afer what thou purposist, algates I 
desire yit to herknen it of the more 
pleynly.” 

“Thou ne wendest nat,’ quod sche, 
‘a litel here byforn, that men schulde 
doute that this world nys governed by 
god.’ 

*Certes,’ quod I, ‘ne yet ne doute 
I it naught, ne I nyl nevere wene that 
it were to doute’ (as who seith, ‘but 
I woot wel that god gouverneth this 
world’); ‘and I schal schortly answeren 
the be what resouns I am brought to this. 
This world,’ quod I, ‘of so manye 
and diverse and contraryous parties, 
ne myghte nevere han ben assembled in 
© forme, but yif ther ne were oon that 
conioyned so manye diverse thinges ; 
[106s] and the same diversite of here 

1058, if me schal na’, etc., ive. thou shalt not 
ela anewerem ‘expeoam"; Fr. ‘espondeai 

a6. anstrerem, ‘expo . 
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thitke thing that with-holdeth 
‘epeth nature, thilke thing is, 
beinge 1 {es43) but what thing 
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that me denyc I nat, but certes 
‘ne desscendeth nat of strengthe, 
feblesse, For thei mowen don 
he whiche thei ne myghten 

bei myghten duellen in the 

the daynge of good folk, 
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frood, ryght as toa mancr heighte of hir 
nature. But for to snowen dom yvel and 


mowynge of 
of alte 


it is clee and opene that 
of Plato. is veeray and soth, that seith 
that oonly wise men may doon that thel 


it | desien, and schrewes ‘mowen haunten 


And thilke suse sovereyn good may 
don noon yocl?’ 
* Gentes no,! quod I. 
Is. res thanne,’ quod sche, 
“that weneth that men mowen doa elle 
*No man,’ quod I, ‘bat yifhe be out 
, 


SPeliiear ebarteenes extyen ior evel? 
quod she. 
“Vex wolde god,’ quod 1, ‘that thei 
don neon 
she, ‘80 as he that is 
‘only but goode thinges 
retains 
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that hem liketh, but that thei desiren {that 
is to seyn, to come to sovereys 
ne ban no power 10 acosapll 


* Quos wider sedere celeas.’—Metram 2 
Who % that the coverteris of ir 
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ben treted and to ben Ispedd. Than 
seide I, ‘Certes ryghtful is thin amones- 
tynge and ful digne by auctorite. But 
that thou seydest whilom that the questioun 
cof the devyne purveaunce is enlaced with 
many othere questiouns, I undirstande 
wel and prove it by the same thing. But 
I axe yif that thou wenest that hap be 
anything in any weys; and yif thou 
wenest that hap be anything, what is 
it 2? [1620] 

‘Thanne quod sche, ‘I haste me to 
yelden and assoilen to the the dette of my 
byheste, and to schewen and openen the 
wey, by whiche wey thou maist comen 
ayein to thi contre. But al be it so that 
the thingis whiche that thou axest ben 
ryght profitable to knowe, yit ben thei 
divers somwhat fro the path of my 
purpos; and it is to douten that thou ne 
be makid weery by mys-weyes, so that 
thou ne maist nat suffise to mesuren the 
ryghte weie.’ 

“Ne doute the ther-of no thing,’ quod 
1; ‘for for to knowen thilke thingis to- 
gidre, in the whiche thinges I delite me 
gretly,—that schal ben to me in stede of 
rest, syn it nis nat to douten of the 
thingis folwynge, whan every syde of thi 
disputesioun schal han ben stedfast to me 
by undoutous feyth.” [1625] 

“Thanne,’ seide sche, ‘ that manere wol 
I don the,” and bygan to speken ryght 
thus: ‘Cortes,’ quod sche, ‘yif any 
wyght diffynisse hap in this manere, that 
is to seyn that “hap is a bytydynge I- 
brought forth by foolisshe moevynge and | 
by no knyttynge of causes,” I conferme 
that hap nis ryght naught in no wise ; 
and I deme al outrely that hap nis, ne 
duelleth but a voys (as who scith, but an 
idel word), withouten any significacioun 
of thing summitted to that voys, For 

















nissima aucteritate’ 





2618, ful digme, ete 
thing, rather by the thing 







‘at all, 

\ togidre, ‘agmacere’ ends 

cum’ begins the second one. 
1" together. 





Chaucer took *azno~cere simul 
1628. thing summitted, "vei subjects” 





what place myght ben left or ducllynge 
to folie and to disordenaunce, syn that 
god ledeth and constreyneth alle thingis 
by ordre? For this sentence is verray 
and soth, that ‘no thing hath his beynge 
of naught,” to the whiche sentence noon 
of thise oolde folk ne withseide nevere ; 
[1630] al be it so that they ne undirstoden 
ne meneden it nat by god prince and 
bygynnere of wirkynge, but thei casten 
as a maner foundement of subiect material 
(that is to seyn, of the nature of alle 
resouns). And yif that any thing is woxen 
or comen of no causes, thanne schal it 
seme that thilke thing is comen or woxen 
of nawght ; but yif this ne mai nat ben 
don, thanne is nat possible that hap be 
any swich thing as I have diffynysschid 
a litel here byforn.’ 

“How schal it thanne be?’ quod I. 
‘Nys ther thanne no thing that by right 
may ben clepid other hap or elles aventure 
of fortune ; or is ther awght, al be it so 
that it is hidd fro the peple, to whiche 
thing thise wordes ben covenable?’ 

«Myn Aristotles,’ quod sche, ‘in the 
book of his Phisic diffynysseth this thing 
by schort resoun, and nyghe to the 
sothe.” 

“In whiche manere ?? quod I. [1635] 

“As ofte,’ quod sche, ‘as men don any 
thing for grace of any other thing, and 
an other thing than thilke thing that men 
entenden to don bytideth by some causes, 
it is clepid “hap.” Ryght as a man 
dalf the erthe bycause of tylyinge of the 
feld, and founde ther a gobet of gold 
bydolven; thanne wenen folk that it is 
byfalle by fortunous bytydynge. But 
forsothe it nis nat of naught, for it hath 
his propre causes, of whiche causes the 
cours unforseyn and unwar semeth to han 
makid hap. For yif the tiliere of the 


, feeld ne dulve nat in the erthe, and yif 
_ the hidere of the gold ne hadde hyd the 


gold in thilke place, the gold ne hadde 
nat ben founde. Thise ben thanne the 
. By gd, in respect to god. 

16h aia twee 

635. fing, it. 

1635. due, pret. sub}. of defuem. 
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Assegéden wel ten yer or they stente, 65 
And in diversé wise and oon entente 
The ravisshing to wreken of Eleyne 
By Paris don, they wroughten al hir peyne. 


Now fil it so, that in the town ther was 
Dwelling a lord of gret auctorité, 

A gret devyn that clepéd was Calcas, 
‘That in sciénce so expert was, that he 
Knew wel that Troyé sholde destroyéd be 
By answer of his God, that highté thus, 
Daun Phebus, or Appollo Delphicus. 70 


So when that Calcas knew by calculinge, 
‘And ek by answer of this Appollo, 

That Grekés sholden swich a peplé bringe 
Thorugh which that Troyémosté be for-do, 
He caste anon out of the town to go; 
For wel wiste he by sort that Troyé sholde 
Destroyéd ben, ye, woldé who-so n’olde. 


For-which for to departen softély 

Took purpos ful this {6r-knowingé wise, 
And to the Grekés cost ful privily 
He stal anon ; and they in curteys wise 
Him deden bothé worship and servise, 
In trust that he hath konning hem to rede 
In every peril which that is to drede, 





The noise up ros, whan it was first aspyed 

Thorugh al the town, and generaly was 
spoken, 

‘That Calcas traytour fled was and allyed 

With hem of Grece ; and casten to ben 
wroken 

On him that falsly hadde his feyth so 
broken, 

And seyden he and al his kyn at onés 90 

Ben worthy for to brennen fel and bonés. 


Now haddé Caleas left in this mischaunce, 

‘Al unwist of this false and wikked dede, 

His doughter, which that was in gret 
penaunce 


60. wel, Hey nigh. 
ne thal, ay this. 
Be a Hetoine in hym (goed 9 hunnymg Berm to 
‘Boe. Da lui sperando sommo € buon con- 
Til. 
Bs. The maine wp ren, « Gret rumour can 
(eas). Boe. Fu rumor grande. 
ieee fais after traytour. 
9% Munwist, a Unknowing. 





For of her lif she was ful sore in drede 

As she that n’isté what was best to rede ; 

For bothe a widwé was she, and alone 

Of any frend, to whom she dorste her 
mone. 


Criseydé was this lady name al right : 

As to my dom in al Troyés cité 100 

N’as non so fair; for, passing every 
wight, 

So angele was hir natif beauté, 

That lik a thing inmortal seméd she, 

‘As is an hevenissh parfit créatire 

That down were sent in scoming of nature. 


This lady, which that herde al-day at ere 
Her fadresshame, his falsnesseand tresoin, 
Wel nigh out of her wit for sorwe and fere, 
In widwes habit large of samyt broun, 
On knees she fil biforn Fctdr a-doun 110 
With pitous vois, and tendrely wepinge 
His mercy bad, her-selven éxcusinge. 


Now was this Ector pitous of natire, 
‘And saw that she was sorwfully bigon, 
‘And that she was so fair a créatiire 5 

Of his goocinésse he gladéd her anon, 
And seydé, ‘ Lat your fadres treson gon 
Forth with mischaunce ! And ye yourself 





in joye 
Dwelleth with us whil you good list in 
Troye! 


“And al th’ honéur that men may don you 
have, 120 
As ferforth as your fader dwelléd here, 
Ye shul han, and your body shal men save 
As fer as I may aught enquere and here? 
‘And she him thankéd with ful humble 





chere, 
ror fassing, a over (Hy omits) 
tog. 18, ay doth, 
106. herde at-day, y and others alday herde, 
top: large, J G Hy Hs blah. 
tn, a Aik chere and ey ful pylons, and 
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con vista assai pictosa, 
118, Forth with mischawnce, a Te sory hap. 
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I have, and shal, for trewe or fals report, 

In wrong and right, y-loved thee al my 
live : 

Hyd not thy wo fro me, but tel it blive.” 


Than gan this sorwful Troilus to sike, 
And seyde him thus: ‘God leve it be 
my beste 
To telle it thee, for sith it may thee like 
Yit wol I telle it, though myn herté breste: 
And wel wot I, thou mayst do me no reste. 
But lest thou deme I trusté not to thee, 
Now herkné, frend, for thus it stant with 
me.— 600 


“Lo, Love, ayeins the whiche who-so de- 
fendeth 

Himselven most, him altherlest availeth, 

With desespair so sorwfully m’ offendeth, 

That streight unto the deth myn herté 
saileth : 

Ther-to desir so brenningly m’ assaileth, 

That to be slayn it were a gretter joye 608 

To me than king of Grecé ben and Troye! 


‘Suffiseth this, my fullé frend Pandare, 
That I have seyd, for now wostow my wo. 
And for the love of God, my coldé care 

So hyd it wel! I tolde it nevere to mo, 
For harmés mighten folwen, mo than 


two, 

If it were wist.—But be thou in gladnésse, 

‘And let me sterve, unknowe, of my des- 
tresse !” 


‘How hast thou thus unkindély and longe 

Hid this fro me? thou fool!’ quod 
Pandarus. 

*Paraunter thou mayst after swich oon 
longe, 

‘That myn avys anon may helpen us.” 620 

‘ Thiswere a wonder thing !? quod Troilus. 


602. herknc, J and others herke. 

603. Lo, Love (?), all Love. 

605. sorwfully, J and others sorw/ud). 

Z tolde, Ci. telle ; H3 and felle; J omits 

it after folde. 

613. Hy mevere to no mo; Cx. mevere no mo; 
rest nerere fo me Read? nevere mo or nevere 

1. 675, where G has never to mov.) 

Grp. mayst, ¥ mighhest) 








«Thou coudest nevere in love thy-selven 
wisse : 

How devel mayst thou than bringé me to 
Dlisse 1? 


“Ye, Troilus, now herkné,? quod Pandére, 
«Though I be nice! It happeth often so 
That oon that exces doth ful yvelé fare, 
By good counseil can kepe his frend therfro. 
Thave myselven seyn a blind man go, 
Ther-as he fel that coudé loken wyde : 
A fool may eck a wis-man ofté gyde. 630 


‘ A wheston is no kerving instrument, 

But yit it maketh sharpé kerving toles 

And ther thou wost that I have aught 
miswent, 

Eschewe thou that, for swich thing to 
thee scole is : 

Thus often wisé men ben war by foles. 

If thou so do, thy wit is wel bewared : 

By his contrarie is every thing declared. 


‘For how mighte everé swetnesse han 
ben knowe 638 
To him that neveré tasted bitternesse? 
Ne no man wot what gladnesse is, I trowe, 
That neveré was in sorweorsom destresse: 
Eek whyt by blak, by shame ek worthinesse, 
Ech set by other more for other semetl 
Asmen maysee, and so the wise it demeth, 





“Sith thus of two contraries is o lore, 
And that I have in love so ofte assay 
Grevaunces, m’ oughtéconnen wel themore 
Counseilen thee of that thou art amayed ; 
‘And ek thee n’ oughténot ben yvele apayed 
Though I desiré with thee for to bere 650 
Thyn hevy charge : it shal thee lessé dere. 


623, How devel mayst thon than, soP Hy Cx.; 
Si devel than; R me than ; Jand rest om. thaw; 
G Hs del for devel. 

628. myselven seyn, y insert eck before or after 


om 
640. wot what gladnesse is, 80a 8; R Cx. Hy 
vraag bein be inky (R veryiy) tad. 
‘have &),P Hy That y have: 
eld thet nace, 


7. Grevaunces, etc., P Ha me it: Sy Dg. 
softs hts Feat onghited “all except Hy Hy Ce. n> 


“ug dnd ch the (ne) oughte net, 20 B: sand 
oh thon oughtest; 9 Eh thee ne oughie nat 
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TROILUS AND CRISEYDE 





My lif, my deth, hoot in thyn howd Dleye! 

Help ‘now !'—Quod be, *Yis, by my 
trouthe T shal !— 

«God yelde thee, frend! And this in 


special," 
Quod Troilus, * that thou me reeomaunde 
‘Til hee thatmay metothedeth comaunde |’ 


‘This Pandarus, tho désirous to serve 
‘Wis fiillé frend, tho seyde in this manére; 
*Far-wel, and thenk I wil thy thank 


deserve 1060 
Have here my trouthe, and that thou 
it wel here |" 
And wente his wey, thenking on this 
matére, 
And how he best mighte her beseche of 
gree, 
And finde « timé ther-to and a space, 
For every wight that hath anhoustofounde 


Ne rennoth not the werk for to beginne 
With mkel bond; but he wol bide a 


stounde, 
And sende his hertés line out fro withinne 
How alderfirss his purpos for to winne. 


sh the, He, 5 


Se eid Sm erin | | 


sense as well aa metre 


AL this tho Pande in his 
‘And caste his werk ful wisly or a 


But Tveionig We 
Bat up anon 
‘And tn the fold he cone 
‘Wo was that Greek that with Ing imettte 
a-day ! 
eee rt 
So goodly was, and gat hint 80 ink 
sd set bral lokéd on 


For he bloom the frendliesté w eo 
‘The gentilleste and ek the free, 
‘The thriftieste and coat the Best gi 
That in bis timé was or 
Dede wore his japés and pay 

His hyé port and his manére 

And Sil tho ga fro vee ee 


Now let us stinte of Troilus 
‘That fareth lik » man that hurt is sore 
And is somdel of aking of his wourdhe 
Y-lisséd wel, but heléd no del more, 
And, a5 an esy pacient, the lore 

Abit of him that go'th about his carey 
‘And thus he drieth forth his aventiire. 


ire Seco stir at ha dag 


topo, dricth, P Hy Hy Cx. AS dried 


BOOK II 


Ovr of thise blaké wawés for to mile, 
O wind, O wind, the weder ginneth elere: 
Yor in this sce the boot hath swich 


travaile, 
Of my conning that unnethe I it stere. 
This see clepe I the tempestous matére 
Of ‘thet Troilus was inne ; 
But now of hope the kalendés biginne, 


© Indy myn, that call art Cle, 

‘Thou be my speed fro this forth, nd my 
was, 

‘To rimé wel this book ti) Dtave dat 40 


Ee enna Cy ‘3 ae eed positing 





Me nedeth here non other art to mse ¢ 


For-why to every lover 1m! exeuse, 
‘That of no sentément F this endite, 
But out of Latin in my tonge it write, 


Wherfore I nil have neither thank ne 


if engl Jui 
Of al this werk, hut peeye you 
Disblameth me if any word peso. | 


For as myn nace ries ed, 
Ek though Ts ke 
No wom i 6 2 


A tiled man cannot jeggen well 
er muir, J Hg ewig HF 
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TROILUS AND CRISEYDE 


22-82 





knowe ck, that in forme of speche is 
chaunge 

ainne a thousand yeer, and wordés tho 

thadden pris, now wonder nice and 
straunge 

thinketh hem; and yit they spake 
hem so, 

spedde as wel in love as men now do: 

for to winnen love in sondry ages, 

ondry londés sondry ben usdges. 


for-thy if it happe in any wise, 

there be any lover in this place 30 

t herkneth, as the story can devise 

v Troilus com til his lady grace, 
thenketh, ‘so n’olde I not love 

purchidce,? 
vondreth on his speche or his doinge, 
ot but it is me no wonderinge. 


every wight which that to Romé went 
t not oo path, ne alwey 00 manére ; 
in som lond were al the gamé shent, 
hat men ferde in love as men don 
here, 
hus,—in open doing or in chere, 40 
isitinge, in forme, or seyde hir sawes : 
‘thy men seyn, ech contré hath his 
lawes, 





searsly ben ther in this placé three 

than in love seyd lik, and don in al, 

to thy purpos this may liké thee, 

thee right nought, yit al is seyd or 
shal 5 

some men grave in tree, some in ston 
wal, 

t bitit.-g But, sin T have begonne, 

1 auctour shal I folwen, if I conne. 49 


1 May that moder is of monthés glade, 
t fresshé flourés, blewe, white, and 
rede, 


- Ve, J Us Ha S Cx. 2. 

| that, a3 thie. 

| a? insert stanza 7 before stanza §, 
seanderinge, 30 Hy Cle; a wondur thyng: 

others wondrin 

Onesie Bt Hmor: yor 
muon, so a Bi Cay they. 
aeym, Wy Cl. scythe 
{some men, a2 omit mem. 

| anhite, J y and white. 








Ben quike a-gayn, that winter dedé made, 

And ful of bawme is fleting every mede : 

Whan Phebus doth his brighte bemés 
sprede 

Right in the whité Bole, it so betidde 

As I shal singe, on Mayés day the 
thridde, 


‘That Pandarus, for al his wis speche, 
Felte ek his part of lovés shotés kene, 
That, coude he nevere so wel of loving 


preche, 

It made his hewe a-day ful ofté grene. € 

So shoop it, that him fil that day a tene 

In love, for which in wo to bedde he 
wente, 

‘And made, or it was day, fal many a 
wente, 


The swalwé Proigné, with a sorwful lay, 
Whan morwé com, gan make her way- 
mentinge 

Why she forshapen was; and everé lay 
Pandare a-bedde, half in a slomberinge, 
Til she so nigh him made her cheteringe 
How Teréus gan forth his suster take, 69 
That with the noise of her he gan awake, 


And gan to calle and dresse him up to rise, 
Remembring him his erand was to doone 
From Troilus, and ek his grete emprise + 
‘And caste, and knew in good plit was 
the moone 

To don viage, and took his wey ful soone 
Unto his neces paleys ther biside.— 

Now Janus, God of Entré, thou him gide ! 





Whan he was come unto his neces 
‘Wher is my lady ?” to her folk quod 
he 


And they him tolde, end he forth in gan 


And fond two otbré ladies sete and she 
Withinne a pavéd parlour ; and they three 





oo. 
Terewx sy Tirens. 
1h dren Sd dressed ; a2 dresiyn, 
ah S738 B omit. 
FA. meres, JR Cue Ny mece. 
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83-140 


Herden a mayden retien hem the geste 
Of al the sege of Thebés, whil hem leste, 


Pandarus, *Madimé, God you see, 

ee 
fe 1— 

“Ey, unclé, now weledme y-wis!” qaodshe; 

‘And up she ros, and by the hond in hye 

‘She ores and seydé, * This 

light thrye— % 

To: é mote it torne {—of you I mete.’ 

And with that word she doun on bench 
him sete. 


+e, necé, ye shal faré wel the bet, 
If God wile, al this yer !* quod Pandarus 5 
* But fam sory that I have you let 
To herken of your book ye preisen thus. 
For Goddés love, what seith it? Telit us t 
Is it of love? ©, som good ye me lere 1" 
"Uncle $” quod she, your maistresse is 
not here !* 


With tat they gonnen laughe; and te 


“This rimaunce is Of Thebés, that werede} 

And we han herd bow that King Laius 

Though Baie his: ial that ded 
ippushissone, andalthatdede; 

And bere we stinten at thise lettres rede, 

Howthatthe bisshop, as the book ean telle, 

Amphiornx, fil thorugh the grounde to 

helle." 


Quod Pandarns, ‘Al this knoweImy-selve, 
And al th’ assege of Thebés, and the care 5 
For herof ben ther makéd bookés twelve. 
But Jat be this, and tel me how ye fare, wep 
Do wey your tarbe, and shewe your fact 


tare. 
Do wey your book : ris up, and Int us 
And lat us don to May som dlservaunce 1° 


ta Osi eet Ail omit of 
‘i 
Be ran 





TROILUS AND CRISEYDE 


iiss create te 


“Ye, holy God 1" quod she, 
is that? 
What! bec ie swiché five? s 


Donte 

For al Ta wild ue eal 

Itsholdé ben! Som jape I 

And, but your-selven telle us, 

My wit is for Carede it al too lene 

AS help me God, 1 n'ot sie 
mene t'— ea 


“And T your borw, ne never shal for se 
‘This thing be told to you, so motel 
‘And ws so, uncle myn? Why 0 


«By Goh aoe he, ‘that vol te 
blive t 


For prouder wommnan is the@bon, 
And ye ft wiste, in al the towns ve 


I Jape naught, so everé have Torta 
ell, ae sie he if, P Ma Ha HS a 


116, ah, 
in'a, 


tn Bayan 
































nooK Ht 


Fro th'itké searmuch of the whicheTsotde, | 

‘And in his chambré sit and hath abiden, 

Til two or three of his mossiges yeders 

For Pandaras, and semghten bin 90 faste, 

Til they him founde and broughte him at 
the laste, 


‘This Pasdarus com eee eas on” 
And seydé thus, * Who hath ben wel y-bete 
Towday, with swerdés and with alingé. 


‘stones, 
But Troilus, that hath caught himan hete!” 
Aad gan gases aa *Lord, ye 
swete t 
But ris and lat us soupeand go toreste t? 
And he answérdé, ‘Do we as thee leste !! 


With al the basté goodly that they mighte, 
‘They speddehem frothesoperand to bedde ; 
And every wightoutat the dore himdighte, 
And wher him liste upon his wey hie 


spedde: 
Bat Troilus, that thoughte his herté blodde 
For wo, til that he herdé som tidinge, 95: 
Heseydé,! Frond, sbal Lnow wepearsinge ?” 


Quod Pandarus, ' Bestille, and latmestepe, 

And don thy bood ; thy nedés speddé be ! 

And chees if thou wolt daunce, or singe, 
of lepet 

At shorté wordés, thou shalt traste in met 

Siré, my necé wol doa wel by thee 

And love thee best, by God and pha 
trouthe, 

Bat lak of prot make it in thy aloutioo! 


“For thus ferforth have I thy werk bigonne 
Fro day to day, til this day by the morwe 
Her loveof frendship have to thee wonne, 


94 6 she, all thee 
oe ane sy 
ie oe, 
amroorrde hime, 
a, sade ASO te ‘hie her 


cy 


TROILUS AND CRISEYDE 


And thertohath she! 

| Algate Soot is 

What sholde I lengersermounof ik wolde? 
‘As ye han herd bifore, ab he hi tolde: 


Butrightasflourés, thorugh thecold ofnight 
Y-closéd, stouping on hir stalkés lowe, pea 
Redressen hem ayein the sonné bright, yf 
And spreden on bir kindé cours by rowe, 
it 80 gan tho his fen wp to throwe 
‘Troilus, and seyde, *O Venus dere, 
‘Thy might, thy grace, y-heried be it bere 1 


And to Panddre he held wp bothe his 


hondes, 
And seydé, ‘Lard, al thyn be that I have ! 
For Tam heol : al brosten be my bondes ! 
A thousand 's whowso that me yave, 
Ech aftcr other, God so wis me save, 
Ne mighté me so gladen ; lo, myn berte! 
Ie spredeth 20 for joye, it wol to-sterte ? 


“But, Lord, bow shal Tdon? How shal 
T liven? 


Py 
Whan shal next iny dent herté see? 
How shal this longé time awey bedriven, 
‘Til that thou be ayein at her fro we? 
‘Thou maya newts: «4 Abid /abid 1 
But 


‘That th by the nekkké, sotls to seyne, 
Seadoo hide Reaierpertatt 


‘Al esiy, now, for ihe love of Marte) 
Quod Pandaray for every tg ath 


So Jonge ali tl that th ah ea, 
For al so siker as thou li'st bere 

‘And. Goa to-foen, I wol be ther at yim 
Ani foc thy, wet soit Thal sey 


Or on somn ather wight this chargé leye t 


“For, pardé, God wot, Thave evert yit 
Ben redy thee to serve} and to this night 





Homie; Dow. 


wen ae eh ed 
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TROILUS. AND CRISEYDE 





For trusteth wel too loage y-don hardnésse 
Causeth despit fal ofté for distresse,’— 


And right as they declaméd this matére, 

‘Lo, Troidus, right at the stretés ende, 

Com riding with his tenthé some i-fere 

Al softély, and thiderward gan bende seo 

‘Ther-as they sete, as was his wey to wende 

To paleis-ward; and Pandar him espi'de, 
seidé, ‘“Nece, y-sce who com’th here 

ride! 


“O flee not in {he seeth us, T suppose), 
Lest he may thinken that ye himeschuwe !? 
"Nay, nay 1? quod she, and wex as red as 


rose, 

With that he gan her humblély saluwe 

With dredful chere, and ofte his hewés 
muwe s 

And up his look debénerly he caste, 

‘And bekkédon Pandire, and forthhepaste. 


God wot if he sat on his hors might, 126 
Or goodly. was biseyn that ilké day ! 

Gad wot whe’r he was lik a manly knight ! 
What shole! dreeche, or telle etary 
Criseydé, which that alle these thingés say, 
To tele in short, her likéd al in-fere, 
His person, his array, his look, his chere, 


His goodly maner, and his gentilesse 
So wel, that neverésith that she was born 
Ne haddé she swich routhe of his distresse; 
And, how-so she hath hard ben her-biforn, 
To God hope I she hath now caught a 
thorn, wp 
She shal not pulle it out this nexté wike ! 
God send mo swiché thornés on to pike! 


Pandiiré, which that stood her fasté by, 
Felte iren hot, and he bigan to smite ; 
And seidé, * Nece, I preye you hertély, 
Tel me that I shal axen you a fite : 
Awomtnan that were of his deth to wite, 


tg. dovkaswedy Dene declared. 
Hes My ecnee; G Cx. fo, 
Rarmbiy bo, 





‘ut for her lak of rowthe, 
ee - beater 


Withoute his 
‘Were it wel d 
my 


‘God berber quod he, *ye sey me 


Ye felen wel yourself that T met lye! 
Lo, = ae rit) ib Ye," quod Tare 


‘Wel, al Y vodve; a T have told you 


thrye, 
Lat be your nicé shame and your folfe, 
And spel with him if of his hertet 
Lat nicété not do you 


But theron was to heven and to done! ray 

*Consideréd allé Le feh? ‘not be— 

And why for speche: it were ek 
too sone 

‘To graunte him yit so gret m lherté,” 

For pleinly her entente, a8 seidé she, 

Was for to love him unwist, if she 

And guerdone bi with with 
sighte, 


But Pandarus thoughte, ‘Tt shal not beso; 
If that I may, this nice opinioan 

‘Shal not ben holden fully yerés two f= 
What sholde Imakeof thiga’ ‘sermiédun? 
He moste assente on that lusioun 190 
As for the time ; and when that it was 


ere, 

And al was wel, he ros and took his leve. 

And on his wey fal Gste bornward be 
spedide, 

And right forjoyebe felte his hertédaumes} 

And Troilus he fond allone asbedde, 


‘That Jay, as don these lovers, in a tnaunce 
Bi-twixen hope and derk desésperaunce 


But Pandaras, right at his pete 
He song, as who seith, *Somwhat 
bringe 1” 


474 














TROILUS AND CRISEYDE 


‘To mmilen gan of this tho Troilus, 
And Pandarus withouten tekéninge 2640 
‘Out wente anon t’ Eleyne and Deiphebus, 


And scide hem, ‘So ther be no 

Ne moré prees, he wol wel that ye briage 
Criseyde anon, my lady, that is here, 
And as he may endure he wol her here, 


“Bat wel ye wot the chaumbré n'is but 


Nites 
And fewé folk may lightly make it warm, 
Now loketh ye, for I wol han no wite 
To cin prees that mighté don him 


Or him disesen, for my bettré arm !— s650 
Whe'r it be bet sh’ abidé til eft-sones 
Now cee eee what to done 


«T deye for me, best is, as I can knowe, 
That no wight in ne wendé but ye tweye, 
Bot it were I; for T can in a throwe 
Reherse her ens, unlik that she can seye 5 
And after this she may him onés preye 
To ben good lord in short, and take her 


Teve ; 1658 
This may not muchel of his ese him reve. 


+ And ek, for she is steaunge, hewol forbere 
His est, which that him thar not for 
Ek other thing, that toucheth not to 
He wol you telle—I wot it wel—right 


now, 

‘That secret is and for the tounés prow.” 

And they, that knowen no-thing of his 
entente, 

Withouten more to Troilus in wente, 


16yp sen of thir, 99 Hy Cx. S$; others of thie 
rom 


RCo: 
4 as, Apis sot ihs Cup Serer ore 
ae whe, 


at Cx. ; others de, 
i 





leye 
ie ta 
As she best coudé, she gan him desporte: 


So after this quod she, * Rie 
My deré brother Deiphebus 

For ie ee God—and s0 

aoe Manes Pod lon and frend right 

» which that 
ppaecheinsanyrachoe = 

‘That can her cas wel bet than I'dectane" 


‘This Pandarus gan newe his tonige af, 
And al her cas reherse, and that: 

‘Whan it was seid, sone after ina 

Quod Troilus, *As sone as T 

be 2-2 fayn with al my te! 


Have Got abi 4 trouthe, her emué 
N thrift have ye!” 
“an 


Quod Pandarus, * And it your wilt bey 
‘That she may take her leve or) that 


iba: 
£0, ellés God forbeds,! tho quod 
2a ea 
‘And with thatword *Vetwo, 
Deiphébus and pe ere leef and dere, 
To you have I to speke of 00 matére, 


‘To ben avistd of your reed the bettre*t 
And fond as hap was at his beddés bead 






































TROILUS AND CRISEYDE 


+ And now," qood she, ‘that T have don 


you senert 
Foryevo it me, myn owned sweté berte t!— 


‘This Troilus, with blisse of that supprised, 
Putte al in Goddés hond, as he that mente 
but wel and, sodeinly avised, 
armés taste to him henté, 
And Pasdarus, with a ful good entente, 
Baa Me eps and seyde, ‘If ye 


comer mow lest snore folk 
arise |'"— 90 


What mighte or may the sely larke seye, 
Whan that the sperhavk hath it in his 
i 


I can no more, but of thise ilké tweye, 
"To whom this tali sucré be of soot, 
‘Though that I tarkeayeer, sons the I moot 
After myn auctour tellen hir gladnésse 
As wel as I have told hir hevinesse. 
that felte her thus y-take, 


pit aon 
2 Sept nie 
enema 
tet eens 
And Trailes, al hoot of carés coldé, 
Gan thanken tho the brighté Goddés 
pewend.— 


‘Thussonilry peynésbringen folk in hevene. 


erp ne remy ecte Besté ce e, 
Ben yolde, y-wis I weré now not bere !’— 


seth is seid, that heléd for to be sexe 
As of a fevere, of other gret sikmésse, 
Men miosté drinke, as men may alday see, 
| alized dietelce) and fortohan gtadodane, 
ee ec? 
alts fer as ery Cx My My 0 
votes alday Ny oda 





Men drinkenofté peyno and gret distresse 

I mene it here, us for this ure 

‘That thorugh a peyne hath fownden al 
his cure, 


And now swetnéssé semeth mort swote 

‘That bittermesse ussayéd was biforn j 1x0 
For out of wo in blissé now they flete ; 

Noa swich they felten sin they weré born, 
Now is this bet tham bothé two be Jorn ! 
For lore af Ged, take every woraman hede 
| Towcrkenthus, whan teom'th tothenede! 


Criseyde, alquit fromevery dredeand tene, 
As she that justé cause had him to triste, 
Made him swich feste, it joyé was to sene, 
Whan she his trouthe ties ate 
wiste 5 

‘Ami geslouen been neare tiea 
Bitrent and wryth the swoté wodébinde, 
Gan ech of hem in armés other winde, 


And as the newe abayséd nigh = ay 
‘Thatstinteth first whan she biginnet! 
{tae tha ae beret a hené tale, 
Or in the hogges any wight steringe, 
And after siker aiker doth her vols oun tinge 
Right so Criseydé, whan her dredé stente, 
Opned bet herte, and tolde al her exitente, 


And right as he that saw his deth y-shapen, 
Asd deyen moste, in aught that he may 

gee, ou 
And sodeinly rescons doth him eseapen, 
And from his deth is bromght insikernesse; 
ehh fri bn preséat glad- 


Is Troilus, and hath his lady swete,— 
With worsé hap God lat us neveré mete t 


Her ermés analy her sightt bak: ax! 


Hersitésen j seeote,wnd white 
He gn oy rape pe thrift bak fil) 


He snot throte, ber brestes rounde 
Tite ge 
nen. ale, Hg neal others ai that. 


seem nam J ies eee 












































ROOK 1¥ 


For, al be that his mouble is him biraft, 
His oldé ate > with him latt, 
Ye shal not blende hin for your womman- 


hode, 
Ne feyne aright : and that is al my drede. 


«1 fot if pees shal everé-ino bitide ; 
But, pees or no, for ernest ne for game, 
T wot, sin Caleas on the Grekés side 
Hath onés ben and lost 0 foule his name, 
He dar no more come here ayein for 
shame 

For-which that wey, for aught f exn espye, 
To trusten on, n'is but a fantasye, 1470 


“Ye shal ecksen, your fader shal you glose 
Are beste wth enitay las ea welts 
He shal som Grek so preyse and wel alose, 
That ravisshen he shal youwith his speche, 
Or do you don by force as he shal teche 
And Troiles, of whom he o'il have routho, 
‘Shal caustles so sterven in bis trouthe 


* And over al this, your fader shal despise 
Us allle, and seyn this cité n’is but lorn, 
And that the segé never shal arise; 1480 
For-why the Grekés han it allt sworn 

‘Til we be slayn and doun our walles torn ; 
And thas be shal you with his wordés fere, 
‘That ay drede T that ye wol bleven there. 


“Ye shal ek sem so many n testy Knight 
Among the Grekés, fil of worthinese, 
‘And ech of herr with berté, wit, and might 
To plesets you don al his bisimesse, 

That ye shul dullen of the rudéeesse 

Of us sely Trojines, but-if routhe rage 
Remordé you, or vertu of your trouthe. 


* And this to me so grevous is to thinke 
‘That fro my brest it wol the soulé rende; 
Ne, dreétes, in me ther can sot sinke 
‘A good opinionn, if that ye wende 
For-why your fadressdeighté wol usshende : 
And if ye gon, as T have told you yore; 
So thenk I nam but ded, withouté more! 


1490. Trsidnes (Mh all Trefane (ead TAs gf wr 
F493: the, By wore 
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TROILUS AND CRISEYDE 


1460-1538 


‘For-which, with hemblé, trewe and 
A thy apere 1 ie 
thous mercy T yoo preye: 
‘So reweth on mine aspré peynés amerte, 
‘And doth somwhat as that I'shal you seye, 
And lat us stele awey bitwixe us tweye ; 
And thenk that foly is, whan man may 


chose, 
Por accident his substaunce ay to les. 


*T mené thus; that sin we mowe or day 
Wel stele awey and ben togedré so, 
‘What wit were it to putten in assay, 
Tn cas ye sholden to your fader go, 

Ef that ye mij put cota spear ee? Tats 
‘Thus mene T, that it were a gret folfe 
To putte that sikemesse in jupartye. 


‘And, vulgarly to speken of substaiince 
Of tresour, may we bothé with us lede 
Y-nomgh to live is honour and sci) 
‘TH into timé that we shal be 

And thus we nay cocboréael ils APs 
For everich other wey ye can recorde, 
Myn herte, y-wis, oa) hex whatstetttel 


+ And bardily ne dredeth no porérté, 1320 
Tren neon eae frendés eliéswhere 
though we comén in onr baré sherte, 
Ur olde oelter ken gold ne gore 
Petes et) En eee 
And go w’ anon : for, as in myn entente, 
‘This isthe beste, if that ye wot assente.’— 


Criseyde bins, with che in this wise 
prec elan aa, 


539 




















TROILUS AND CRISEYDE 


‘How don thise folk that seen hir lowés 
wedded 


By frendés might, as it bitit ful ofte, 

And seen hem in hirspouses bed y-bedded? 

God wot, they take it wisly, faire, and softe, 

For-why good hope ball up hit herte on- 
lofte 5 


And, for they can a time of sorwe endure, 
Astime hem hurt,a timédothhem cure! 330 


‘So sholdestow endure and le(ten tide 
‘The time, and fondé to be glad and 
‘Ten dayés n'is so longé nought tabi 

And sin abe thee to comea bulb Bigh, 
She n'il her hesté breken for no wight 5 
For dred thee nought that she nil 


weye 
To come ayein, my lif that dorste I leye! 


“Thy swevenés ek and al swich fantasye 

Deifoat, and lat hem faren to mischaunce ¢ 

For they procede of thy maléncolye, 36> 

‘Thatdoththee feleinstepeal this; nee. 

A straw for allé swevenés signefiaunee 1 

God help me so, I counte hem nought a 
bene! 


Therwotno man aright whatdremésmenc! 


«For prestés of the templé tellen this, 
‘That dremés ben the revelaciouns 

Di Goad std aa-wel tiey fll yw 
That they ben infernals {llusiouns ¢ 

And tect wayi tt of compa 
Proceden they, or fat, or 
‘Who wot in soth thus what they: rife? 


“ER othré seyn that thorngh impressiouns, 
As; if'a wight hath faste a thing in minde, 
‘That therof comen swiche avisiouns 5 

And othré seyn, as they in bookés me 
That, after timés of the Eotix’ poe 

Men be w 5 Gat q 


Bat ceo foe it ie nought to ddne | 
“Wel worth of dremés ay thise oldé wives, 
And trewéliche ek; of thise foudes ye 
For fere of which men wenen lese hie lives, 


3m slgmefawnce, so J GA, rest signifianmer, 


nh) orpna nt ati sina 


‘To trowén on it bothé fals and foul iss 
Alias, allas, so noble a créature 
aaa Wigulabal deeaza ere otek 


‘For-which withal myn herte Itheebiseche, 
‘Unto thyself that at this show foryive 1 
And tis now ep withouté moré speche, 
Andlatuscastehow forth may best be drive 
This nr and ek how freshly we xd 


Wan thas she oom’, the whiche shal be 
right sone: 
God help me 40, thy beste is thus to done. 


« Ris, lat us spoke of litin 

‘het ween fod and ort ceienae 
And eek of timé coming us rejoye, 
An kg ote 
And Jangour 

We shal therwith so fOryete of 

VTbat. wel esioe de Wal fa et 


“This town is ful of lordés al aboute, 4o0 
And trewés lasten al this mené while s 


aed tas thon als the ine wel bigile, 
And deive it forth unto that blisful morwe 
‘That thouhersce, that causeisof thy sorwe, 


‘Now ris, my deré brother Troilus ¢ 
For certs, it non banour is to thee 
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And sobrclicheonherbetbrewhislook, §20 
‘And seide, ‘1am, al be it yom no joye, 
+ As geotil man as any wight in Troye, 


+ For if my fader Tydéus,” he sepde, 
#Y-livéd hadde, leh haddé ben, o this, 
‘Of Calidoyne and Ange king, Criseyde t 
Amd so hope T that T shal pit, ywis ! 
Biut hie was alnyt, allas, the more harm is, 
Unhappily at bés al foo ratho, 
Polymites and many a man to scathe, 


*Bot, hertémyn, sinthat Iam your man, 999 
And ye the firste of whom 1 seché grace 
To serve you as hertly as 1 ean, 

‘And ereré shal whil L to live have spare, 
So, or that { departe out of this place, 
‘That ye me graunté that I may tomorwe 
At bettré leiser tellé you my sorwe !” 


What sholie I tolle his wordés that he 


seyde? 
He spak y-nough for oo day at the meste! 


Tt peeveth wel, he spak so that Criseyile 


So that he n'otdé speke of swich matere : 
‘Aral shu to him she seide, asye may here, 


As she that hadde her herie on Troilus 
So Gasté, that ther may it non arace ¢ 
Aad stenungély she spak, and seidé thus: 
*O Diomede, I love that Hike place 
‘Ther Iwas born ; and Jovés for his grace 
Delivere it sone of al that doth it care ! 
God, for thy might, so Jeve it wel to fare! 


“That Grekés wolde bir wraththe on Troyé 
wreke yo 

If that they mighte, Tinowe it wel, yowis : 

But it shal not bifnllen as ye speke, 

{And Ged torforn') And ferther over this, 

 veot nay factor wis atut redy is; 


iy Malraleos (Sei e4tt, 1967, 
peter Cu Be bi My Aethe thes 


sits 





And that he me hath bomght, as ye me 
tol 

So dere, Tam the more unio him bolde. 

* That Grekés ben of heigh condiciown 


| Twrot ek wel bat, erteis, men shal finde 


As worthy folk withinné Troyé toun, 969 
‘As conning, and as parfit, aml as kinde, 
As ben bitwixen Oreadés and Lede 5 

And that ye coudé wel your lady serre, 
Tt trowe it wel, her thank for co poem 


* But as to speke of love, y-wis,’ she seyde, 
“T haddde a loed, to whom I wedded was, 
The whos myn herte al was til that be 
deyde : 
And other love, as help me now Pallas, 
Ther in myn herté nis, the never’ was. 
And that ye benofnobleand heighkinréde, 
Thave wet herd it tolles, out of drede y yfo 


*And that doth me tohansogret a wonder, 
‘That ye wol scornen any woman so! 
Ek, Ged wot, lowe and I be fer asonder 
Jam disposéd bet, 30 mate I) go, 

Unto my deth to pleyne and nakea wet 
What I shal aller don, can 1 pot sever 
But trewéliche, as yHt, me list not pleye. 


herte i now im tribulaciown, 
ye in armics bisy day by days 98) 
Herafier, whan ye wornen the toun, 
Paraunter thanné so it happen may, 
‘That whan I see that never yit Tsay, 
Than wol I werké that I nevert wroughte t 
This word to you y-nongh suffisen oughte, 


*To-merweek wot I speken with you fayn, 
‘So that ye tonchen nought of this matére = 
And whan you ist, yemay come hereayeyn, 
And, oryegon, thus mache I bere: 
Ashekpmne Pallas wither eres Chee, 9s 
If that T sholde om any Grok han roathe, 
Ti sholdé be yourselven, by my trouthe 


mS) pot therfor that I wot Jove, 
NT yet ma: at in chon, 
Trent wel, loy God that sit above ” 


202 PT gi na Cm NGS meres 








TROILUS AND CRISEYDE 


* And certés, you ne haten shal I nevere, 
And frendés Jove, that shal ye han of me, 
And my good-word, al mighte ivénevere ! 
And trcwiliche, I wollé sory be 

For to sen you ins any adversité : 
And giltéles, 1 wot wel, T you leve: 
Bat al shal passe }—Ani thes take I my 

lewe.' 


wos 


But trewély, bow longe it was bitwene, 
‘That she forsook him for this Diemede, 
‘Ther n’is non auctour telleth it, I wene = 
‘Take every man now to his bokés hede, 
He shal no termé finden, out of drede ; 
For though that he bigan towowehersone, 
Or he ber wan, yit was ther more to dane, 


Ne me ne list this sely womman chide 
Farther than thilké storie wol devise « 
Her name, allas, pablisshéd is so wide, 
That for her gilt it oughte y-nough suffise: 
And if I mighte excuse her any wise, 
For she so sory was for her untrouthe, 
‘Y-wis, I wolde excuse her yit for routhe. 


—This Troilus, 2s 1 bifore have told, rio 
‘Thus driveth forth as wet as he hath might : 
But ofters was his herté hoot and cold, 
And namély that ilké ninthé night, 
Which on the morwé she had him bihight 
To come aycin : God wot, fal litel reste 
Hadde he that night: nothing to slepe 
him Teste ! 


‘The Inurer-crownéd Phebus with his hete 
Gan, in his cours ay upward as he wente, 
‘To warme of th’ esté sce the wawés wete, 
Ani Nisus’ doughter song with fressh 


entente, te 
Whan Troiles his Pandar after sente, 


Andi on the wallés of the town tt pleyde, 
Moats fe they can un saght or Ohacrae 


Sere s— 
or, fa tte n't fc cthers ows 


salen dedi Set, casget ot » 


geal. 





‘Til it was noon they stoden for to see 

‘Whothat ther oom, ani every maner wight 
That com fro fer, they seidem it was she, 
‘Til that they couden koowén him arights 
Now was bis herté dul, sow was it light; 
And thus bi-japéd, stonden for to stare 

‘Abosté naught this Troilus and Pandare? 


To Pandarus this Trotlus tho ne 
* For aught I wot, bifor noon siikerly 
Intothistownne com'th not here Criseyde. 
She hath y-nough to doné, hardily, 

‘To winnen from her fader, so trowe 1. 
Her olté fader bstie make her dine 
‘Or-that she go: Good yive his herté pine!” 


Panddreanswérde, "It may wel be, certein; 
‘Andi for-thy lat us dine, ¥ thee Uechey 
And after noon than maystow come 

ayeln.” nye 
Ard how they gon, withouten moré 


And come ayeis, Bat loogé may they 


Or-that they finden that they after 1 
Petia be Dotat theeleods fr opel 


Quod Troilas, *1 see wel now that she 
Is taried with her oldé fader so, 

‘That, of she come, it wil neigh even be, 
Com forth, T wol unto te yale go. 
Thise ports 


‘The day go'th faste, and alter that com'th: 


eve, 

And yit com nought to Troilus 

He leketh forth by haye, by tree, by greve, 
And fer his hed over the wal be leydos 
And at the laste he toreéd him ane 

“By God, T wot her mening now, 

Almost, y-wis, al newé was iny care! 


“Now domtéles this lady can ber good ! 
T wot she moneth riden peivély, tt 
s12p. ere, J eat ouers onoit: 


sie ape Teche hei. 


saz 
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« And if you liketh knowén of the fare 
OF me, whos wo ther may no wit descrive, 
I can nw more, but, cheste of every care, 
At writing of this lettre I was on-live, 
Al redy out my woful gost to drive : 1370 
Which I delay, and holde him yit in honde 
Upon the sighte of mater of your sonde. 





« Myn jen two, in veyn with whiche I see, 
Of sorwful terés salte arm waxen welles : 
My song, in pleynte of myn adversité : 








My good, in harm: myn ese ek waxen 
helle i 

My joye, in wo: I can seye you nought 
elles, 


But turnéd is, for which my lif I warie, 
Evérich joye or ese in his contrarie, 


‘Which with your coming hom ayein is 
Troye 

Yemay redresse,and, moreathousandsithe 

Thanevereich hadde, encressen inmejoye. 

For was ther neveré herté yit so blithe 

To han his lif as I shal ben, as swithe 

‘As T you see. And, though no maner 
routhe 

Commevé you, yit thenketh on your 
trouthe. 


« And if so be my gilt hath deth deserved, 
Or if you list no more upon me see, 

In guerdon yit of that I have you served 
Biseche I you, myA hertés lady free, 1390 
‘That her-upon ye wolden writé me, 

For love of Gotl, my righté lodé-sterre, 
That deth may make an ende upon my 

werre ! 


“If other cause aught doth you for to 
dwelle, 

That with your lettré ye me réconforte ! 

For, though to me your absence is an helle, 

With pacience I wol my wo conporte, 

And with your lettreof hope I wol desporte. 

Now writeth, swete, and lat me thus not 


pleyne: 
With hope, or deth, delivereth me fro 
peyne ! 1400 


1967. 
1393 That, Cx. Or; 





3 Cl. and others wight ; 
HTML op Ther 





“Y-wis, myn owné deré herté trewe, 
I wot that, whan ye next upon me sec, 
So lost have I myn hele and ek myn hewe, 
Criseydé shal not conné knowén me. 
Y-wis, myn hertés day, my lady free, 

So thursteth ay myn herté to biholde 
Your beauté, that my lif unnethe I holde. 


«I sey no more, al have I for to seye 
To you wel moré than I tellen may. 1409 
But whether that ye do me live or deye, 
Vit preye I God so yiveyou right good day ! 
And far'th wel, goodly fairé fresshé may, 
‘As she that lif or deth me may comaunde ! 
And to your trouthe ay I me recomaunde 





‘With helé swich that, but ye yiven me 

‘The samé hele, I shal non helé have ! 

In you li’th, whan you list that it so be, 

The day on which me clothen shal my 
grave: 

In you my lif, in you might for to save 

Me from disese of allé peynés smerte ! 1420 

And far’th now wel, myn owné sweté 
herte !” 


This lettré forth was sent unto Criseyde, 
Of which her answer in effect was this : 
Ful pitously she wrot ayein, and seyde, 
That al:so sone as that she mighte, y-wis, 
She woldé come, and mende al that was 


mis, 

And finaly—she wrot and seide him 
thanne— 

She woldé come, ye, but she n’isté whanne, 


But in her lettré made she swiché festes 

‘That wonder was, snd ewer she pee 
him 

Of which he fond but botméles bihestes 

But Troilus, thou mayst now, est or west, 

Pipe in an ivy leef, if that thee lest ! 

Thus go'th the world! God shilde us 
fro mischaunce, 

And every wight that meneth trouthe 
avaunce ! 


Encressen gan the wo fro day to night 
Of Troilus, for tarying of Criseyde, 


r4ty. the, Cx. Sy 70. 


5st 
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And kis the steppéswher-as thouseest pace 
Virgile, Ovide, Omér, Lucan, and Stace ! 





And, for ther is so gret diversité 

In English and in writing of our tonge, 
So prey to God that non miswrité thee, 
Ne thee mismetré for defaute of tonge ! 
‘And, red wher-so thou be or ellés songe, 
That thou be understondé God biseche !— 
But yet to purpos of my rather speche. 








—The wraththe, as I bigan you for to seye, 
OF Troilus the Grekés houghten dere ; 1801 
For thousandés his hondés maden deye, 
As he that was withouten any pere 

Save Ector in his time, as I can here. 
But weylawey, save only Goddés wille, 
Ful pitously him slough the fierse Achille. 











And whan that he was slayn in this manére 
His lighté gost ful blisfully is went 

Up to the holwnesse of the eighté spere, 
In convers leting everich clement : 1810 
And ther he saugh with fil avisément 
Th’erratik sterrés, herkning armonye 
With sounés fulle of hevenissh melodye, 





And down from thennés faste he gan avise 
This litel spot of erthe that with the see 
Enbracéd is, and fully gan despise 
This wrecched world, and held al vani 
To réspect of the pleyne felicite 
‘That isin heveneabove. And at the laste, 
‘Ther he was slayn his loking down he 
caste, 1820 





And in himself he lough right at the wo 
Of hem that wepen for his deth so faste, 


1791. face, so P Hy Cl. Th. only ; rest space. 

rpas, prey to God, so J P Cx.; others prey I 
to Gad, prey I God, prey thy Code 

1798. (ed hiseche, 30 J RA Cp, Cl; others God 
J (thee) biseche, 

1206, Fx pitouty, Cx. 8 y Ditptonaly, (Boe. 
miseramente 

1357. The following three stanzas are from the 
account of the death of Arcite in Boccaccio’s 
Yescide. They are omitted in Hy Hg, and in- 

others seventhe, 


serted later in P, 
(Boe. 
ielo ottava.) 


keg. eghte, J vi 
‘Ver la concavita' del 
Hoc, Degli elementi i conuessi lasciando. 
yy Chaucer uses comvers here with the 
ng of convex.) 


















And dampned al our werk, that folwen so 

The blindé lust the whiche that may not 
laste, 

And sholden al our herte on hevené caste. 

And forth he wenté, shortly for to telle, 

Ther-as Merciirie sorted him to dwelle. 


Swich fyn hath tho this Troilus for love ! 
Swich fyn hath al his greté worthinesse ! 
Swich fyn hath his estat ré4l above ! 1830 
Swich fyn his lust, swich fyn hath his 
noblesse ! 

Swich fyn, this falsé worldésbrotelnesse !— 
And thus bigan his loving of Criseyde 

‘As I have told, and in this wise he deyde. 


—O yongé fresshé folkés, he or she, 

In whiche ay love up-groweth with your 
age, 

Repeircth hom fro worldly vanité ! 

And of your herte up-casteth the visage 

To th’ilké God that after his image 

You made; and thinketh al n’is but a 
faire 1840 

This world, that passeth sone as flourés 
faire ! 


And loveth Him, the whiche that right 
for love 

Upon a cros, our soulés for to beye, 

First starf, and roos, and sit in hevene 
above 5 

For He n’il falsen no wight, dar I seye, 

That wol his herte al hoolly on him leye! 

And sin He best to love is,and most meke, 

What nedeth feynéd fovés for to seke? 





Lo here, of payens corséd oldé rites ! 
Lo here, what alle hir Goddés may 
availe! 1850 
Lo here, thise wrecched worldés appetites ! 
Lo here, the fyn and guerdon for travaile 
Of Jove, Appollo, of Mars, of swich 
rascaile ! 
Lo here, the forme of oldé clerkés speche 
In poetrye, if ye hir bokés seche ! 
823. folwen (), all folweth. 
Hn an TD ned Hy oat 
13a chee Oy He hath chit: Hey Auth the: 
and other hath 2 UN IES Ma Mei thes J 
1836. ay, so J P Ho Hy Hy; R Cx. Sy that. 
1842. the, J and others omit. 
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‘And al day seen hit yet in dede, 
That for to thenken Bit a tene is. 

Lo, Demophoo, duk of Athenis, 
How he forswor him fub falsly, 
And trayéd Phillis wikkerlly, 
‘That kyngés doghter was of Trace, 
And falsly gan his termé pace; 
‘And when she wyste that he was fals, 
She heng bir-selven by the hals, 

For he hudde do hir swich untrouthe 5 
Loo ! was not this a wo and routhe? 
iek lo! how fals and recchéles 

Was to Breseida Achillés, 

And Paris to Enoné ; 

And Jason to Isiphilé; 

‘And eft Jason to Medea ; 

Ercilles to Dyaniri } 

For he lefte hir for Télé, 

‘That made bina cacche his deeth, pardé. 
How fals eck was he, Theséus ; 

That, as the story telleth us, 

How he betrayéd Adriine 5 

‘The devel be his soulés bane 1 

For had he langhéd, had he loured, 

He mosté have ben al devoured, 

If Adriane ne haddé be. 

And, for she hadde of him pitee, 

She made hin fro the deeth escape, 

And be made hir a fol fals jape ; 

For after this, withyn a whi 

He lefte hir slepyng in an i 

Deserte alone, right in the se, 

And stal away, and leet hir be 

And took hir suster Phedra tho 

With him, and gan to shippé go. 

[And yet ha hada yarnsire 0, Biew 

On al that ever he myghté swere, 

That so she savéde hisn his lyf, 

He wolde have take hir to his wyf, 

For she desiréde nothing ellis, 

Tn certeyn, us the book us tellés, 
But to cxeusen 


Folliche of his greté trespas, 


~~ 


+0 


3, De the ether false lovers 
tmentiooed below seer tom the Meroites, 


1h tn FGM 
Tbebore Ades IU of al Ale 


The book seyth Mercurie, sauns faile, 
Bad him go into Itaile, 
And love Aufirikés regioun, 
And Dido and hir fairé toun, 
‘Tho saw I grave how to Italle 
Daun Eneas is go to salle; 
And how the tempest al began, 
And how he leste his sterésman, 
Which that the stero, or he took keep, 
Smot over bord, lo as he sleep. 
And also saw I how Sibyle 
And Eneas, beside an yle, 
To hellé wentén, for to see 
His fader Anchises the free, 
How he ther fond cps ne 
And also Dido, and Del pe 
‘And every torment eck in ‘elle 
Saw he, which is long to telle. 
Which who-so willeth for to knowe, 
He mosté redé many « rowe 
On Virgite or on Clandian, 
Or Daunte, that hit tellé can. 
‘Tho saw I grave al tharivaile 
That Eneas had in Itaile; 
And with kyng Latyno bis treté, 
And alle the bataillés that be 
Was at bimself, and eek his knyphtés, 
Or he hadde al y-wonne his rightés 
And how he Turns refte his lyf, 
And wan Lavyna to his wyfs 


430 


ir sleighte and hir compas, 
Achewéd al his aventure ; 
For Jupiter took of him care, 
At the pmyere of Veniis,— 
‘The whiche I preye alway save us, 
And us ay of oar sorwés lighte ! 
When 1 hadite seyén al this sighte 
Tn this noble tomple thus, 
+A, Lord 1’ thoughte I, ‘that nudest us, 
Yet saw I never swich noblesse wn" 
‘Of yumges, ne swich richesse, 


La ee 
pe Galea = 


on 
tins Pian wrote De 


vp eee 
oe Peeelinamataeee 
SSE Zorba, Leavika, daughter 


40), Clandian, 
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THE HOUS OF FAME 


37-129 





ig in his clawés starke, 
as I were a larke, 

1 [cannot tellé yow, 
Yup, I nysté how. 
onyéd and a-sweved 

+ vertu in my heved, 

1 his sours and with my drede, 
y felyng gan to dede ; 

ait was to greet affray. 

long in his clawés lay, 

laste he to me spak 

s vois, and seyde, ‘Awak 

ot so a-gaste, for shame !? 





° 


To hevene with daun Jupiter, 
And made the goddés botéler.’” 

Lo! this was tho my fantasye ! 
But he that bar me gan espye 
That I so thoghte, and seydé this : 
‘Thow demest of thy-self amys 5 
For Jovés is not theraboute,— 
I dar wel putte thee out of doute,— 
To make of thee as yit a sterre. 
But er I bere thee moché ferre, 
I wol thee tellé what I am, 
And whider thou shalt, and why I cam 
To doné this, so that thou take 


~° 


dé me tho by my name. —_s0 | Good herte, and not for feré quake.” 

sholde the bet abreyde, ‘Gladly,’ quod I. ‘Now wel,’ quod he :— 

. SAwak,” to me he seyde, «First, I, that in my fect have thee, 

he samé vois and stevene, Of which thou haste a feer and wonder, 

1 oon I coudé nevene 5 Am dwellyng with the god of thonder, 100 

that vois, soth for to seyne, | Which that men callén Jupiter, 

é cam to me ageyn That dooth me fice ful ofté fer 

as goodly seyd to me, To do al his comaundément. 

never wont to be. And for this cause he hath me sent 

rwithal I gan to stere, To thee: now herké, by thy trouthe ! 
his feet to bere, 60 | Certeyn he hath of thee routhe, 





e felte that I hadde hete, 
eck tho myn herté bete. 
‘an he me to disporte, 
wordds to comforte, 

2 twyes, ‘ Seynte Mari 
nuyous for to carie, 

ng nedith hit pardé 
wys God helpe me, 
oon harm shalt have of this 5 





That thou so longé trewély 
Hast servéd so ententifly 

His blindé nevew Cupido, 

And fair [dame] Venis also, 

Withouté guerdoun ever yit, 

And neverthelesse hast set thy wyt— 
Although that in thy heed ful lyte is— 
To maké bookés, songes, or dytees, 

In ryme, or ellés in cadence, 


cas that betid thee is, 7o | As thou best canst in reverence 
lore and for thy prow,— Of Love, and of his servants eke, 
darst thou yet loké now ? That have his servyse soght, and seke ; 
uréd, Loldély, And peynest thee to preyse his arte, 
frend.’ And therwith T Although thou haddest never part; 120 
» wondren in my mynde. Wherfor, al-so God me blesse, 
theghte I, ‘that madest | Jovés halt hit greet humblesse, 
nde, ‘And vertu eek, that thou wolt make 
on other weyés dye? ‘A-nyght ful ofte thyn heed to ake, 
es wol me stellifye, In thy studie so thou writest, 
hing may this signyfye ? And evermo of love enditest, 
am Enok, ne Elye, to | In honour of him and preisynges, 


lus, ne Ganymede, 
y-bore up, as men rede, 
‘Th. P agast sa; F B omit so. 


Enoch. 


ve, Lelias. 





And in his folkés furtherynges, 
And in hir matere al devysest, 


110. All omit dame. Skeat inserts goddesse 
after Venus. 
313. All read dytel. 
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With that he spak fo me as yerne, 
And seydé: *Seestow any token, 
‘Or ought that in the world i af spoken 2! 
é d wonder nis,” 
for half se high as this 
Alexandre Macedo; 
Ne the kyng, dam Scipio, 
‘That saw in dreme, at poynt devys, 
Helle and erthe, and parallys ; 
Ne eck the wrighté Dedalus, 
Ne his child, nyce Tearus, 
That fleigh so highé that the hete 
His wyngés malt, ani he fel wete 
In-myd the sec, and ther he dreynte, 
For whom was mand a greet compleynte. 
“Now tum upward,’ quod he, * thy 
face, 
And bebold this largé place, 
This oyr; but Joke thou ne be . 
Adrad of bem that thow shalt see; 420 
For in this regioun, certeyn 
Dwelleth many a citereyn, 
Of which that spoketh dan Plato. 
These ben the eyrysh Hestés, lot” 
And tho saw 1 al that meynce, 
Bothé goon and alse flee. 
‘Now,’ quod he tho, ‘cast up thyn Ye y 
See yonder, lo, the 
The which men clepe the Milky Wey, 
For hit is white t and somime, parfey 430 
Callen hit Watlyngé strete, 
That onés was beent wyth the bete, 
Whan the sonmés sone, the rede, 
That highté Pheton, woldé lede 
Algate his fader cart, aud gyo: 
he cart-hors goané wel espye 
‘That he (nc) eoude no governausce, 
And gonné for to lepe and dawnce, 
And berin him now up, now doak, 
Til that be saw the S 
Which that in beven a sige ds yit, 
And he, for ferdc, lost his wyt 
Of that, and lat the ruynés goon: 
Of his hors ; and they ances 


“0 


"Deda 
mae ope A 
wet pen Tx Layened ie. 


ar 


Gonne wp to mounte, nnd down descende, 
Til bothe eyr and erthé bende; 
Til Jupiter, Jo, atte laste 
Hien stow, and fro the earté caste, 
Lo, is it not a greet myschaunee, 
Ar peels eee 
thynges that he can not demeyoe 
And with this word, soth for to 
seyney 
He gan alwey upper to sore, 
And gladded me ay more and more, 
So feithfully to me spak he. 
Tho Token under mo, 
ielde the eyrish bestex, 
mystés, and tempestes, 
Soomis, haylés, reynés, wyrxles, 
in bir kyndes, 463 
Al Aide wey throngh which T cam 5 
*O God," quod T, ‘that pade Adam, 
Moche Is thy myghit and thy noblesse.! 


Aad b 


To pe teh element 
whan be bath so fer y.went, 
‘Than may be seen, behynd his bak, 
Lager Poona nt 
‘Tho gan T wexem ina were, 
And seyde, ‘1 woot wel I am here y 
Bat wher fo body or fn gost 
I noot y-wys; but God, thou wost 1" 
For moré clere entendément 
Nadde he ima never yit yosent. 
‘And than thoughte fon Marcia, 
Avd eck on Anteclodian, 
pipette 
cameos 
As fer as that I saw tt 5 
Tari tba nw eae 
With cegle gan to ayer 
pr ales 





BOOK tit 


For that she wolde 
To pipen bet thas Aj 


There saw I famous, olde and youge, 


Pipers of the Duché tonge, 

To lerné lové-dauncés, 

Royés, and these strating’ thynges. 
‘Tho saw I in another place, 

Stondén in a largé space 

‘Of hem that makén blody soun, 


1 cram 
orm whee a Ct er 
Ther herde 1 Joab trumpe also, 
Theodomas, and other mo; 
And al that wséde clarion, 
Tn Cataloigne and Aragon, 
‘That in hir tymé f&mous were 
To lomé, saw I trumpeé there. 
‘Ther saw 7 sit in other sets, 
Pleyinge upon otheré gleés, 
‘Whiehé that I cannot nevene, 
‘Mo than sterrés bees in herene, 
Of whiche I nyl as now sot ryme, 
For ese of yow, at loses of tyre + 
For tyme y-lost, this knowén ye, 
By no way may recovered be, 
Ther saw I pleyén jogetours, 
Magiciens, and tregetours, 
And phitopesses, charmeresses, 


" ° 
‘And clerk2s eck; Wein oanne Wal 
Al this magik naterel, 


{ee Ses Dut, 'rey';, che 
oi y dances, rey’; 


erases 
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‘That erattély stom hir ententes, 
era bons aerial 
magia, to, eee lr pam oe 
To make a man ben hoot 

Ther saw I thet quene Medel; 
Pechtatay reer ae 

‘Thor saw I Hermes Rallenus, 

Ly and eck Symou Magus 
‘Ther sw I and knew fran by name, 


ge AT ln le ded 
sted og capireetnliea 
fost he Tne Amd trae anon 


Pm le es a Gn 
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For as fele eyén hedide she, 

As fetherés upon foulés be, 

‘Or werén on the bestés foure, 
‘That goddés troné guane honoure, 
As writ Jobn in the Apocalips, 
Hir beer that oundy was and exips, 
As buméd gold shoon for to see. 
Ani sooth to tellém also, she 

Hiarl also fete up-stondyng eres 
And tonges, as on a best ben heres; 300 
‘And on hir feet wexen saw I 
Paririchés wingés redély. 

But, Jord ! the perrie and the richesse 
I saw sittyng on this godesse ! 

And, lord t the hevenysh melodye, 
Of songés fal of armonye, 

T herde aboute her trone y-songe, 
‘That a! the paleys-wallés ronge t 

So song the myghty Musé, she 

That clepéd is Caliopee, 

And hir cighté sustrin eek 

‘That in her facé semén meke ; 

And evermo, eternally 

‘They syage of Fame as tho herde I >— 
“Heriéd be thou and thy name, 
Goddewe of renoun and of fame.* 

‘Tho was I war, fo, atté laste, 
‘As I myn eyén gan up caste, 
‘That this ilké noblé quene 
‘On hir shuldrés gan sustene 
Bothé tharmés, and the name 
‘Of tho that haddé largé fame 
Alexander, and Hercules 
‘That with a sberté his lyf lees f 
‘Thus fond I sittyng this lease, 
In nobley bonour and ri ; 
Of which T stynte a whilé now, 
Other thyng to tellén yow. 

‘Tho saw I stonde on either syde, 
Streight down to the dotés wyde, 
Fro the dees many a pileer 
Of metal, that shoon not ful cleer, 
Bat though they nere of no rychesse, 
Yet they were maad for greet noblese, 


a» 


And in hem hy and greet sentence ; 
And folk of digné reverence, 
Of whiche 1 wol yow tellé fonde, 
Upon the piler saw I stonde, 
Alderfitst, lo, ther 1 sigh, 
Upon a piler stonde om hi 
That was of lede and yren fyn, 
Him of secté Saturnyn, 
The Ebriyk Josephus the olde, 
That of Jewes toldes 
And bar wpon bis shuldrés hye, 
The fame up of the Iewérye. 
And by him stoden other sevene, 
Wyse and for to nevene, 


werthy 

‘To helpen him bere up the charge, 
Hit was so hery and so large. 
And for they writen of batailes, 
‘As wel as of otheré mervailes, 
‘Therfor was, lo, this pileer, 

‘Of which that I yow telle heer, 
Of lede and yrea bothe, y-wys, 


Ryan rede, 
‘There saw I stondon, out of dreder 


‘That bar of Thebés up 1! 
Upoc his shuldrés, 


335. All omit 
rn 
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And somme she grauntéde the contraire 49» | With which he wont is to diffame 
of ‘Horm that me biste, and dio hem shame." 


f ber axyng utterly. 
Hat this 1 eye yow inti 
What bir causé was, T 
For of this folk ful wel T rei, 
They haddé good fame ech deserved, 
Althogh they were diversly servéd. 
Right us hie suster, dane Fortune, 
Is wont to servén in comune, 

Now herkné how she gan to paye 
‘That gonne hir of hir gracé praye ; 
And yit Jo, al this companye 
Seyden sooth, and noght a lye. 

* Madame,’ seyden they, “we be 
Folk that heer besechen thee, 

‘That thou graunte ws now good fame, 
And let our werkés han that name. 
In fal recompensaciouns 

Of goodé werkes, yive us renoun." 

+1 weme hit yow,’ quod she, snooe, 
*Ye gete of me good famé noon, ro 
By god ! and therfar go your wey.” 

“Allas,' quod they; ‘and welaway t 
Tele us what your canse may be,” 

“For me list hit noght,' quod she, 
No wyght shal speke of yow, y-wys, 
Good ne harm, ne that ne this.” 

And with that word she gan to calle 
Hor messanger that was in halle, 
And bad that he shulde fasté gooa, 
Upon peyne to be blynde anoon, 
For Eolus, the god of 

‘In Tracé ther 

‘And bid him bringe his clarioun, 
That is fol dyvees of his somn, 

‘And bit is clepéd Chere Laude, 
With which he woote is to heraude 
Hem that me list y-preised. be : 

And also bid bins that he 
Brynge his other clarioun, 

That highté Sclaurelre in every toun, ago 


eo 


ato 


PCa. ernie this and the newt Une, 
Siu PGx Waal ther grace was} Th. 1Vaat 
her grea 
Ro he 
Se Aline in lef lank Inrein FB. The peat 
two lines rent! 


Fernie ated inte: 


a rd his fide 





‘This messanger gan fasté 
And found wher in a cave ae 
Th a contree that highté Troe, 
‘This Eolus, with hardé grace, 
Held the wyrdés in distresse, 
And gan hem under him to prose, 
‘That they gonme as berés rore, 
He bond and presséde hem so sore. 
‘This messanger gan fasté crie? 
“Ris ap,’ quod he, ‘and fasté hye, 
‘Til thou at my lady bes 
And tak thy plot eck with thee, 
‘And speed thee fast," And he anon 
‘Took to a man that hight Triton, 
peciei pee asbiry 

Teet a certeyn wynd to 
‘And blew sa bidously and bor 
‘That hit ne leflé not « skye 
In al the welken longe and brood. 
This Eolus no-wher abood, 
‘Til be was come at Famés feet, 
And eek the man that Triton beet ¢ 
And ther he stood as still as ston, 
premtoaa weal ito a 
‘Another hugé compan 
Of obdé fork and gunse exe, 
Feat Preece ntintid tes ns 
And fat ovr werkés han that name, sre 
Now In honour of 
And also God your soalé blesse f 
For we han wel deserved hit, 
‘Therfor 


sro 


yow 
To have of me good fame as now. 


But wite ye what? I grawnté 
shat have w aheewed nasoe, 


tus," she, 
cmuseetiayicoue eon Tet ser, 
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And gotldés lové, hadde y-wrought, 
Ne of famé wolde they nought 
“What 2? quod she, ‘and be 
And wené ye for to do good, 
And for to have of that no fame? 
Have ye dispit to have my name? 
Nay, ye shul lyvén everychoon 
Blow thy trompe and that anoon,’ 
Quod she, ‘thou Eolus, I hote, 
And ryng thise folkés werk by note, 
That al the world may of hit here.’ 
And he gan Llowe hir loos so clere, 
In his golden clarioun, 
That through the world wenté the soun, 
And so kenely, and eck so softe, 
That hir fame was blowen a-lofte. 
Tho com the sexté companye, 
And gan fasté to Famé crie. 
Right verraily in this manere 
They “Mercy, lady dere ! 
To tellé certeyn as hit is, 
We han don neither that ne this, 
But ydel al our lyf hath be. 
But, nathéles, we preyé thee, 
That we may have so good a fame, 
And gret renoun and knowén name, 
‘As they that han don noble gestes, 
Ane achevéd alle hir lestes, 
‘As wel of love as other thyng 5 
was us never broche ne ryng, 
Ne elléy nought from wymmen sent, 
Ne onés in hir herte y-ment, 
To make us only frendly chere, 
Tut myghté teme us upon bere, 
Vit lat us to the peple seme 
iche as the world may of us deme 
hat wymmen lovéde us for wood, 
Hit shal don us a moché good, 
nil to our herte as moche availe 
‘Tus countrepeise ese and travaile, 








ye wood ? 
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fa Px. Th 
POS. Th. 

rg BCX The gmt for, 

Con All read teerkrs—the plural form caught 

win the preceding word- cy. Aif in next line. 

6s. P Cx. Th. kyndely for Renely : FB silso 


for ind 4 
3 F_B But atte last 
lofte ; Cx. Th. their for hir. 
Th ae good wt 
alle her bestes: 


it corought. 
nd, 
























‘puesto 


Th. achened | 





‘As we hadde wonne hit with labour ; 
For that is deré boght honour, 
At regard of our greet ese. 
And yit thou most us moré plese ; 
Let us be holden eek therto, 
Worthy, wyse, and gode also, 
And riche, and happy unto love. 
For Goddés love that sit above, 
Thogh we may not the body have 
Of wymmen, yit, so God me save ! 
Let men glewe on us the name ; 
Sufficeth that we han the fame.’ 
«I graunté,’ quod she, ‘by my trouthe! 
Now, Eolus, withoutén slouthe, 
Tak out thy trompe of gold,’ quod she, 
«And blow as they have axéd me, 
That every man wene hem at ese, 
Though they gon in ful bad lese.’ 
This Eolus gan hit so blowe, 
That through the world hit was y-knowe. 
Tho com the seventh route anoon, 68: 
And fel on kneés everychon, 
‘And seydé, ‘ Lady, graunte us sone 
The samé thyng, the samé bone, 
That thise nexté folke have doon.’ 
“Fy on yow,’ quod she, ‘everychoon ! 
Ye masty swyn, ye ydel wrecchés, 
Ful of roten slowé tecchés ! 
What ? falsé thevés ! wher ye wolde 
Be famous good, and nothing nolde 690 
Deservé why, ne never thoughte 
Men rather yow to-hangen oughte ? 
For ye be lyk the slepy cat, 
That wolde have fish ; but wastow what ? 
He woldé no-thyng wete his clowes. 
‘Yvel thrift come on your jowes, 
And on myn if I hit graunte, 
Or do yow favour yow to avaunte ! 
Thou Eolus, thou kyng of Trace ! 
Go, blow this folk a sory grace,’ 
Quod she, ‘anoon ; and wostow how 





670 





00 


675. F B read now let se for quod she. 
685. A loose construction, Cx. reads That fo 
thyse next folk hast done, which is perhaps right. 
669-691. F B read: 
What? false thevest or ye wolde 
Beast wir nc never ye soe 
Mon rather Jow tohangen oughre! 
693. F swynt for slepy; B sweynte, rightly 
according to Skeat. 
699. Trace, Thrace. 
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within and some withoute, 
zver seen, ne shal ben eft : 
certs, in the world nys left 

ny forméd by Nature, 

ed so many a créature ; 

wel unethe in that place 

: Toon foot brede of space 5 
very wyght that I’ saw there 

de everych in otherés ere 

é tydyng prevély, 

3s tolde al openly 

thus, and seydé, ¢ Nost not thou 
s betid, late or now 2? 

iy? quod he, * tél me what.’ 

van he tolde him this and that, 960 
woor therto that hit was sooth,— 
hath he sayd,’ and ‘Thus he dooth,? 
shal hit be,’ ‘ Thus herde I seye,” 
shal be found," * That dare I leye.” 
I the folk that is a-lyve 

a the connyng to discryve 

iyngés that I herdé there, 

aloude, and what in ere. 

the wonder-most was this 

oon hadde herd a thyng y-wys, 970 
n forth to another wight, 

in him tellén, anoon-right, 

mé that to him was told, 

a forlong-way was old, 

n somwhat fur to eche 

s tidyng in his speche 


950 





han ever hit spoken was. 
at so sone departéd nas 
o him, that he ne mette 
he thridde ; and, or he lette 





ight now, 
All yuod he; Willert guod the other. 
All insert and before each Taws; Cx. Th, 


forth ryght to; Cx. come forth 
reypht to. Probably “right 
BU had the word forth written 











iginal of F rn 
Lecause of its recurrence in the next 
then crept into the text as well as 7 





s Suppurted Ly the reading of 
lited text. 
‘Th, that him was; Cx. that was to 








? 





EB Th, this for his. 
F B More than hit 
FB That he fro 





er was, 


+ thoo, etc. 





Any stounde, he tolde him als ; 
Were the tidyng sooth or fals, 
Yit wolde he telle hit nathélees, 
And evermo with more encrees 
Than hit was erst. ‘Thus north and southe 
Went every [thyng] fro mouth to mouthe, 
And that encresyng evermo, 

As fire is wont to quykke and go 
From a sparké spronge amys, 

Til al a citce brent up is. 

And whan that was ful up-spronge, 
And woxén more on every tonge 
Than ever hit was, [hit] went anoon 
Up to a wyndowe out to goon 
Or, but hit myghte out ther pace, 
Hit gan out crepe at som crevace, 
And fleigh forth fasté for the nones. 

‘And somtyme saw I ther, at ones 
A lesyng and a sad soth-sawe, 
That gonne of aventuré drawe 
Out to a wyndowe for to pace ; 
And, when they mettén in that place, 
They were a-chekkéd bothé two, 
And neither of hem myghte out go; 
For other so they gonné croude, 
Til eche of hem gan crien loude, 
«Lat me go first!’ ‘Nay, but lat me! 
And here I wol ensuren thee 
Wyth the nones that thou wolt do so, 
That I shal never fro thee go, 
But be thyn owné sworén brother ! 
We wil medle us eche with other, 
That no man, be they never so wrothe, 
Shal han that oon [of] two, but bothe 
At onés, al beside his leve, 
Come we a-morwé or on eve, 
Be we cried or stille y-rouned.’ 
Thus saw I false and sooth compouned. 
Togeder flee for oo tidynge. 

Thus out at holes gonné wrynge 


990 


1000 


ro10 


1020 


986. F B mouthe for thyng; Cx. Th. tydyng; 
Skeat word ad mene 

991. F B y-spronge. 

993. All read and for second Ait, 

999. Cx. soth sayd sawe, perhaps rightly. 

3004. FB snost (must), 

1005. Cx, omits 1. 1005 to the end, but prints 
twelve spurious lines as conclusion. 

1006. Th. For eche other they gonne s0. 

1009. Th. omits the. 

tora. Th, in for with 

1014. F han on two; Bomits of two; Th. hans 
ome two, 
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THE LEGENDE OF GOOD WOMEN 


THE PROLOGUE 


This prologue is extant in two different versions, an earlier and a later, between 


ich there 
st of th 






: many important variations (see Introduction). 
¢ occur is here given in both forms, words and lines in the first version 


‘The portion in which 


itted or altered in the second being printed in italics. 


THE PROLOGUE 
First VERSION 


“‘MOUSENT sythis have Therd men telle, 
at there is joye in hevene and peyne in 
helle, 


d Tacordé wel that it de so 5 

, nathéles, fais wit I wel also, 

ut there ne is non “hat divellyth in this 
cuntre 

at eythir hath in Aelle or hevene i-be, 

may of it non othere weyis wytyn 

as he hath herd seyd, or founde it 
wrytyn ; 

~ by asay there may no man it preve. 

4ut_goditis forbodé but men schuldé 





leve 10 
1 moré thyng than men han seyn with 
eye! 


ni schal nat wenyn everything a lye, 
that he say it nat of yore ago. 
1 wot a thyng is nevere the lessé so, 
ow every wyght ne may it nat i-se. 
nard the monk ne say nat al pardee ! 
anne motyn we to bokys that we fynde, 
nurw whiche that oldé thyngis ben in 
mynde, 
Ito the doctryne of these oldé wyse, 
yn credence, in every skylful wyse 5 20 
/ frowyn on these olde aprovede storyis 
holynesse, of regnys, of victoryis, 
love, of hate, of othere sundery thyngis 
which I may nat make réhersyngys, 








14g. Cp. B 1-49. 





THE PROLOGUE 
SECOND VERSION, B 


‘A THOUSANDE tymés I have herd men 
telle, 
That there is joy in hevene, and peyne in 
helle, 
And I acordé wel that it is so ; 
But, nathéles, yet wot I wel also, 
That therisnoondwellyng in this countree, 
That eythir hath in hevene or in helle y-be, 
Ne may of hit noon other weyés witen, 
But as he hath herd seyde, or founde it 
writen ; 
For by assay ther may no man it preve. 
But God forbedé but men shuldé leve 10 
‘Wel moré thing than men han seen with eye! 
Men shal not wenen everything a lye 
But-if hymselfe it seeth, or ellés dooth ; 
For, God wot, thing is never the lassé 
sooth, 
Thogh every wight ne may it not y-see. 
Bernarde, the monke, ne saugh nat al, 
parde ! 
Than moté we to bokés that we fynde, 
Thurgh which that oldé thingés ben 
mynde,— 
And to the doctrine of these oldé wyse, 
Yevé credence, in every skylful wise, 20 
That tellen of these olde apprevéd stories, 
Of holynesse, of regnés, of victories, 
Of love, of hate, of other sondry thynges, 
Of whiche I may not maken rehersynges. 
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usr Viasion Steonp Viersio: 
But epeth ye that an iste and 


For wel f wot that fol han berebeforn ¢ 
Ofmakynge ropya and lad awey the com, 
[And) 1 come aftyr, glenynge bere and 


ther, 
And att ful glad if I may fynde an er 
Of ony goodly word thet fae han laft. 
Aad if it happé me rebersen eft 
That éhey han in here frosche songs saltt, 
J hope that they wele nat benevele a-payed, 
Sithe it is sey in fortheryny and honour 
Of hem that cythir seroyn lelor flour; 72 
For trustyth wel f me have nat undyrtake 
As of the lef agayn the four ts wake, 
Ne of the flour to make ageyn the lef, 
No more than of the com agem the shel; 
For as to me is lefere non, ne lothers, 
1 am withboldé yit with mever nothire : 
J not who Uh lof ne who the four, 
That nys wethyng che entent of myn 
habour 


For this wert is al of anothyr tunne 7 
Of oldé story, ct swich «tri/ was begnnne. 
But wherfore that f spak to yeve crodence 
To telys olde and won hem reverence 

Tr for men ichulde autoriteds beleve, 
There as there lyth mom othyr asay be prove. 
For myn entent (5, or t fev yau fare, 
The watede tixt im Englis to declare 

Of manye a ctory, or ellis af grate, 
cht antourye seyn—Leryth hem if you leste, 


érpo Cy B yp Be, 
$1 Ee Che Be faaengs: 
Bae CRU prion 
cio ofr be Leaf or ett 
nya to be 
{2'the wares of ti 
a fetlower 
‘rick that eile, 





Ve lovern that kan make of sentément y 
In this case ogbté yo be sliligens pr 
To forthren mo somwhat is my libour, 
Whethir ye bers with the Leef on with 
the Flour ¢ 
For wol T wot, that ye han ber-biforne 
Of makynge ropen, atid lad awoy the carne 5 
And TE come after, glenyng bere and there, 
‘And am fal glad Uy tyedian er 
Kbyte hovaet pence left. 
"That ye ban in iliekieeeene 
ye le, 
Forbereth me, ahd b beth not eveleapayede, 
Syp that ye sce Ido it ip the honour a 
Of love, aaxl che in service of the flour 
Whom that { serve nal havewitteormyght 
She tap reir ya ject 
‘That in this dorké workle we wynt and 
lodyth, 


‘The herte in-with my sorwful heest yow 
Katieevert that ye ben yernay! 
SO sore, La ww 
‘The maistresse of m perches pes 
My worde, nd my wel (is nyt so youre 
That wet ye oledeth (vv Hie bear 
‘That awk: caiman etree 5 
Ryght some lakes dh meng 
parry cn ema dah \ 
on pleyne 4 * 
Sse 
rete nl to 
Botho fs this were; ana a miysoryea ale 
But where thet J spake to yive 
aredenee 
To olde stories, and doon lei reverence, 
Anil that meo mosten moré thyng beleve 
‘Then they may seen at eye or ellés preve, 
enka fh resets whasne that [see my 
wn 


hyo Ol ke in epi. 
MY by mt hat shart ae we 


To seca sha onan og 8 ied 
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First VERSION 
Inwyntyr, and distroyed hadde hire brood, 
In his dispit hem thoughte it dede hem 

good 
To synge of hym, and in here song despise 
The foulé cherl that, for his coveytyse, 
Hadde hem betrayed with his sophistrye. 
This was here song ‘The foulere we defye.” 
Some songyn on the [ ] braunchis clere 
[Layes] of love, that joye it was to here, 
In worschefe and in preysyng of hire make, 
And [for] the newé blysful somerys sake. 
[And] sungyn ‘Blyssede be seynt Valentyn, 
[For] at his day I ches yow to be myn, 132 
Withouté répentynge, myn herté swete !? 
And therwithal here bekys gunné mete, 
[Veldyng] honour and humble  obey- 
saunces, 

And after dedyn othere observauncys, 
Ayht [longynge] onto love and to natures: 
So eche of hem to eryaturys, 
This song to herken I dede al myn entent, 
Forwhy I mete I wisté what they ment. 
Tyl at the laste a larké song above, 141 
«7 se,’ quod she,‘ the myghty god of love. 
yond hecomyth. Ise hisewyngissprede.’ 
Tho gan I loken endélong the mede 
And savw hym comeand in his hondaquene 
Clothed in ryal abyte, af of grene. 














Lines 127-138 are very imperfect ia the unique 
as. - pane cous bribes ie Is. rs meade ead, 
thai tor that inl. a8, @f for Jorn 
forcind tale 19%, The noeoee wad thy hawcile 
inl v5. "L138 seems hopelets 
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SEconD Version, B 
Construeth that as yow lyst, I do no cure. 
‘And tho that haddé don unkyndé- 
nesse,— 
As doth the tydif, for newfangelnesse,— 
Besoghté mercy of hir trespassynge, 
‘And humblely songen hir répentynge, 
‘And sworen on the blosmés to be trewe, 
So that hire makés wolde upon hem rewe, 
And at the lasté maden hir acorde. 159 
‘Al founde they Daunger for a tyme a lord, 
Yet Pitee, thurgh his strongégentil myght, 
Foryaf, and madé Mercy passen Ryght, 
Thurgh Innocence, and ruléd Curtesye. 
But I-ne clepe it innocence folye, 
Ne fals pitee, for vertue is the mene ; 
‘As Ethike seith, in swich maner I mene. 
‘And thus thise fowelés, voide of al malice, 
Acordéden to love, and laften vice 
Of hate, and songen alle of oon acorde, 
“Welcome, Somer, oure governour and 
lorde.’ 170 
And Zepherus and Flora gentilly 
Yaf to the flourés, softe and tenderly, 
Hir swooté breth, and made hem for to 
sprede, 
As god and goddesse of the floury mede. 
In whicheme thoght I myghté, day by day, 
Dwellen alwey, the joly month of May, 
Withouten slepe, withouten mete or 
drynke. : 
Adoun ful softély I gan to synke, 
And lenynge on myn elbowe and my syde, 
The longé day I shoop me for toabide, 18 
For nothing ellis, and I shal nat lye, 
But for to loke upon the dayésie, 
That men by resoun wel it callé may 
The dayésie, or elles the ye of day, 
The emperice, and louré of flourés alle. 
I pray to God that fairé mote she falle, 
And alle that loven flourés, for hire sake ! 
But, nathéles, ne wene nat that I make 
In preysing of the Flour agayn the Leef, 
No more than of thecorneagayn thesheef ; 
For as to me nys lever noon, ne lother, 191 
I nam withholden yit with never nother. 
Ne I not who serveth Leef, ne who the 


Flour. 
Wel browken they hir service or labour | 
For this thing is al of another tonne, 
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Fras Viexstow 
And salowede hym. Quod he, + What 
dest thow ber 
Jn myn presence, dal that so boidély ? 
For it were better worthi, trew?ly, 
A worm fo com inf fe] ery yt than thow.” 
“And why, sere?’ quod I, fand it lykéyow?? 
“For thow,’ quod he, ‘art therto nothyng 
able, 
Myne sersauntis bven alte woyxe and Aont- 


Thowartt ‘myn mortal fo and one 
And ee myne oldé servawntis thow 


mysseyest, 

And padre hem with thy translacyoun, 

And lettist folk fe Aa dewoeyoun est 

To servyn me, and haldist it folye 

To treste on me > thow mayst it nat denye, 

For in pleyn tixt, if matyth mat fo glose, 

Thow bast translatid the Romauns of the 
Rose 

‘That is an eresye ageyns myn lawe, 

And makyst wisé folk fro me withdrawe. 

Amed thymsist in thy wit, that is ful cole, 

That Ae nys but @ verray propre fole 29 

That levyth ira to Aarde and kote, 

Weal wot eft therby thaw begynnyit dote, 

At olde folts, whan here spiryt faylyth 

Thanne diame they folk and wete mat whut 
Aeon ealyth. 

Hast thow nat mad in Englys cb the bok 

Horw that Crisseydé Treylis foriwk, 

In schewgng how that wemen have don mis. 

But wathiles answere me now te this, 

Why motiict thow ax wel a serd gvodnes 

Of wemen, as thew hast seyel wohatenes F 

Was there wo good mittyr in thyre mynde, 

Ne in alle thy botys me couist thom i 
Syme 

Sum story of women that were goods on 
tren 

Vis, ox oer, sixty bokys, olde and mewe, 

Hast thov thyself, ag ful bgt 

That bothe p see line L pied be pirat 

Of sundery women, sete treo by etre that ‘ag 


And evere an husderede goede ageyn on 


This bucwvith God and wilt clerkix eke, 
nev s6s, Cp. Base sss 
20 


Secon» Virion, B 
With the whité corowne, clad lis greme ¢ 
And sithen al the remenaunt by and by, 
‘As they were of estaat, ful curteysly, 
Ne nat a worde was spoken in ibe place, 
oe eee eras 


if {catlgng oy this tte, gods onian 

Abode, to knowen what this peple mente, 

‘As stille ms any ston ; til at the sto 

‘This god of Lave on me his eighen caste, 

And seyde, “Who kneleth there?” And 
TL answerde 


Unto his whan that I it herde, 

Aad é, ‘Itam I,’ and come hiss nere, 

And salwed him, Quod he, * What 
dostow here, 

So nygh myn owne floure, so boklély? 

Te weré better worthy trewily 

A bier tt per my flour than 

* And why, sire,’quod [, tard it lyké yow 2? 

* For. i atl be, ‘art therto nothing: 


Ik is my vaiyee, digne and delytable, 

‘And thaw my foo, andalmy folke werreyest, 
Andofmynoldéservarntesthow pdaca ced 
And Tynerest em, with thy t I, 
And lettest folke frown hire devocioun 
To servé me, and holdest it falye 
Toxervé Love, Thou maist it nat denye, 
For in pleyne text, withoutennede of glose, 
‘Thou hast translated the Romaunce of the 


Rose, 
‘That is an beresye ayeins my Lawe, 








319-358 


Finst Viexsion 
Ve motyn herken, if he cam 1 


Ageyns these peyntys that ye han to on 
mevid, 


A god ne schuldé mat thus been acre, 
But of his deitee be schal be stable, 
And therto rygAtful and o& mercyable, 
He schal wat rychtfully his yré wreke 
Or he have Aer the tothyr partye speke. 
AI ne is nat gospel that is te you Neynyd ; 
The gout af love kereth many atate ifeynyl. 
For in youre court is many @ lesengeoer, 
And manye a quoynte totulowr dcusoer, 
That tabouryn inyoure eresmanyeasiyn, 
For hate or for fetous ymagynymg, — 331 
And for to bas with you set dalyaunce. 
Envye—/ preye to God yere Aire mye 
chawentce— 
Is lavender in the greté court alway ¢ 
For sche ne partyth, neythir nyght ne day, 
Out of the hous of Cesar—thus seyth 
Dante— 
Whoso that goth, alwey sebe mote waste, 
‘This man to yon may ewveugdy ben acased, 
There as be ryght hyws oughté ben excusid, 
Or ellis, sere, for that this man is nyce, 340 
He may translate a thyng in oo malyce 
But for be usyth dotis for to make, 
And tabyth non sede of what nsatere he 
take, 
Therfore he wrod the Rose and ck Crisseyle 
Of innocence, and mystd what he seydde. 
Or bym was bodyn maké thilké tweye 
‘Of sam persone, amd! durste itpot withseye ; 
For he hath wrete manye a bok er (hit, 
He ne hath mot don so greroasly amys 
To translaté that oldé clerkés wryte, 350 
As thow that he of malyce wolde endyte 
Despit of love, and hadde hymself 
fowroaght, 
This schuide a ryghtwys ford han ih his 
dhought 
And not ben lyk tyrmantis of Lumbardye 
That usyn wilfulhed and tyrannye, 
For he that kyng or Jord is naturel 
Ilym oughté nat be tynusnt asl crewel, 
Asisa mur, to dow the harm he can, 


gan. dleitey, MS, stake, 
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Seconp Version, B 
But of bys deitee he shal be stabie, 
And therto gracious ant merciable. 
And if ye nere a god that knowen alle, 
Thanne myght it be as I yow tellen shalle; 
‘This man to yow way falsly ben 
‘That as by right him ooghté ben excused 1 
For in youre corte ys many a losengeour, 
And many a quelute totelere decusour, 
‘That tabouren ia youre erés many a sown, 
Ryght afiir hire yoagynaciown, 

‘To have youre daliance, ard for envie. 
‘Thise ben the causes, and I shal pat lye, 
wie &8 lavendere of the court alway 
For she ne parteth, neither nyght no day, 
Out of the house of Cosaxy,—thus' seith 

Dante; Lied 
Whavo that goth, algate she wol nat 
winte, 
Aad cke, parsuntere, for this man is nyce, 
He myghté doom it, gessyng no malice ¢ 
But for be wseth thyngés for to make, 
Hym ine noght of what matere he 


Or tin 4 foden maken thillé tweye 
of serum nia and durste it nat 


Or bin me oatrély of this, 


He ne hath nat doon so grevously amys, 
To trunslaten that oldé clerkés writen, 
As thogh that he of malice wolde enditen, 
Despite of Love, and had himselfe it 
‘weroghit. 
This sholde « ryghtwis lord have in 
ht, 


And tat be lyke tirauntes of Limnbardye, 
That han oo réward but at tyrannye. 
For he that kynge or lorde is naturel, 
Hym ophté nat be tiraunt ne crewel, 
Asisa fermour, to doon the harme he kan; 


te That, wo. shat +o teeter reading. Uden the 
has of he cates vero. 
3 dewm, P dou, wrongly. 
35t- & new ting. 
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Frasr VEasion 
He munta thynke it fs his Bige man. 
And that Ay owith 0 verry suites, ybo 
Schewoyn his poeple pleym bemygnete 
And wel to Aeryn ‘here exeusacyounr, 
And hare compleyntys and petyciouns, 
Tn dhucrod tyrnd, whan they schal it profre, 
‘This is the sentens of the philo ne: 
A kyng to kepe hise lygis in justice, 
Withouten douté that & his offise, 
And therto is a kyng ful depe t-rworn 
Ful manye an hunderede wyntyr heres 
beforn, 
Anat for to kepe his tordys bir degre, 37 
‘As fi is ryght and skylfal that they be 
Enhaunsideand honouréd [asd] most dere 
For they bea half goddys in this worklé 
here. 
This schol be don bothé to pore (and) 
ryche, ete, 


[For the rest of the Prologue and the 
Legends the differences between this 
MS, and the rest are slight enough 
to be indicated in the notes.) 


67. Withowten, US, which omphiyes 





Szcoxp Version, B 
He mosté thinke it is his teegé 
And is his tresour, and his 
‘This is the sentence af 


dere, 

For they ben half godilys im this world 
here. — 

‘Vit mote he doom betbe ryght, to pocine ant 


he, 
A be chet he esac be petigiead 
‘And ban of pooré follce oom 
For bo, the gentil ky of the 


Hym deyneth nat to wreke bym one Spy 
As doth « curre, or elles another best, 
“In noble comge oughté bew mfest,, 


And weyen every thing by 
And ever have storerda, to he 


dogree, 
For, ayr, it is oo malstrye for m borde oe 
To dampne a man, without answers ef 


worde, 
And for a lorde, that i fal Soule fis ese 


Cor hi honor, and hystrespaat 
For syn mc causa of Oolee ssa 


| cans, 
Yow oghteto benthelyghtes marcialile, 
nteto bent er “ 


Leteth youre ire, and 
tretable! 
‘The man hath servéd yow of his! 
And farthréd wel youre pi enc) 
en Anew ne 
oa deep for By whe romdas At 
mation, 


to abe 
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That 1 yaw knew so charitableand trewe, 


* Al be hit that he has: nat wel endite, 
Yet hath he madé Jewdé es aelyte 
To servé you, in preysinge of your name, 
He made the hook that hight the the Hous 
of Fame, 
And eke the Deeth of Blaunché the 
Duchesse, 
And the Parlément of Foulés,asT gesse, 419 
And al the Love of Palameoan and Arcite 
Of Thebés, thogh the storye ys knowen 
Ite; 
And many an ympné for your halydayes, 
That highten balades, rowndels, virelayes, 
«And for to apeke of other holyncsse, 
He hath in prose translated Bocce, 
And made the Lyfe also of Seynt Cecile, 
He made also, gon ys a greté while, 
Origenes upon the Maudeleyne, 
Hym oughté now to have the lessé peyne, 
He hath made many a lay, and many a 
thynge. ps 
“Now as ye bea god, and eke a kynge, 
I youre Alcesté, whilom quene of Trace, 
Taské you this man, ryght of youre grace, 
That ye him never hurte in al his Jyve, 
And he shal sweren to yow, and that as 
biyre, 
Ie shal no more agilten in this wyse, 
Bat he shal maken, as ye wol devyse, 
Of wormmen trewe in Kivyng al hire lyf, 
Wher s0 ye wol, of mayen of of wyf, 
And forthren yowas mmche as he 
Ot in the Raso, of etlés in Creseyde,' ag: 
The god of Lore answerede hire thus 


noon, 
‘ Madame,’ quod he, ‘it is so long agoon 
464. wel, Cg ownttr, Cx (qoe-unadnsdds two tines 


and presents the neat couplet in a different form 


Whit he tues yong he hfe yomre entat 

J mal wher Ai fe neve a renter 

Bt etl thal sey 

He hath makid lewode fell 

21. thaph the ol ‘boas i 
aca ie Stee anti 
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That sever yit, syn that the worlde was 


news, 
‘To me ne founde I better noon than yee ; 
1 that E woldé savé my degree, 
I may, ne wol, nat werné your roqueste } 
‘Al lyeth in yow,—dooth wyth hymn what 
yow liste. 
Tal foryeve withouten lenger space ; 450 
For who-so yeveth a gifte, or doth a grace, 
Do it bytyme, his thank is wel the more} 
And demeth ye what he shal do therfore. 
Go, thank now my lady here,” quod he, 
I roo nad doun [sett eon in Key 
And + Madame, the God above 
Foryoldé oe m that yo the god of Love 
Han makeéd me bis wrathé to foryive, 
And yeve me grace so longé for to lyve, 
‘That I may know soothly what ye bee, 40 
That ban mie hope, a put me in this 


degree, 
Hut trewély E wende, as in thie cas, 
Naught haveagiit, oc doon to Love trespas: 
Por-why, a trew man, withouten drede, 


Hath nat to parten with a thevés dede 5 
Ne a trewé over oghté me not blame, 
Thogh that I spakea falsloverescenshamie. 
They oghté rather with me for to holde, 
For that I of Creseydé wroot or tolde, 
Or of the Rose,—what-so myn auetour 
mente, — 47° 
Algaté, God woot, it was myn entente 
‘Toforthren trouthe in Jove, apd it ms 
Arxl to ben war fro falsnesse and 
Bye cme iw my 


RS ome PAN thyn 
aTgayN Rey, 
For Love ne wol nat be 
In ryght ne wrong, and Jerné thas of me; 
‘Thow hast thy grace, and holde the ryght 


therto. 
Nowwol I seyn what pemancethoushalt do 
Forty trees, oa understonde it here ¢ 
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My 1 the bourddés that she oghté kepe 
tel witte was thilké tyme askepe, 
“aes I chargé the upon thy lyfe, 54! 
‘That in thy legendethoumake of thys wyfe, 
Whan thoubast other smaley-made before 
And fare now wel, I chargé thee samore. 
Barer L go, thus muche 1 wol the telle, 
Ne shal no trewé lover come in belle, 
‘Thive other ladies sittynge here arowe 
Beninthy balade, if thou kanst hem knowe, 
Aniin thy bookésallethoushalthem! 3 
Have hem in thy Legende now alle i 
mynde, 
I mone of hem that ben in thy knowyng, 
For here ben twenty thowmand moo sittyng 
Thanne thou knowest, and ben ran 
women alle, 
And treweof love argh flat comy bySalley 
Maké the metres of hem as the Jest ; 
Arnot goon homne, the sone draweth west, 
‘To Pamdys, with a) thise companye ; 
‘And serve alwey the {reashé dayésye. 
‘At Cleopatre I wole that thou mine, 
And so forthe, and my love so shalt thou 
wynne ; 
Flor hat tee now what man that lover be, 
Wol doon so stronge a peyne for loveasshe, 
T wot wel that thou maist mat al it ryme, 
"That swiché lovers dide iu bird tymes 571 
Tt were to Jong to reden and to here 5 
Sufficeth me thou make in this manere, 
thou reheree of al hie lyfe the grete, 
jer thise olde auctours lysten trete. 
For who-s0 shal so many a storye t 
shortly, or he shal to long? dwell." 
And with that worde my bokés gan T 


take, 

And ryght thus of may legende gan I make. 
Incipit Legenda Cloopatrie, Martiris, 
Bigipti Regine, 

After the doth of Thotome the kyng, <0 
‘That al Egipte badde in his governyng, 


Banat MoS i 


Sf en 


Br fash catreea 
ote They 





sab-6ar 


nee ys queené Geopatarns 

tyme befel ther swich a cas, 
ee mee any senatour, 
For to conqeéren regnés anid honour 
Unto the toun of Rosne, as was nsauince, 
To have the workle at hir obeYaaunce, 
Andsooth to seye, Antonine was his tame, 
‘So fil it, as Fortine byw oght a shame, 
Whanne be was fallen in prospetiter, yp 
Rebel ento the tonn of Rome ia he. 
And over al this, the suster of Cesar 
He lafle bir falsty, er that she was war; 
And wold algatés han another wyf; 
For which he took with Rome and Cesar 


rif, 
Natheles, forsooth, this ylké senatour 
‘Was a fall worthy gentil werreyoer, 
And of his deeth it was fal gret 
Bat Love bad browght this man in 


& ARS 
dead Sis ns mace bok i ea 
‘Al for the love of Cleopatans, 
TThet tl the world he sige apo eal 
Him thoghte ther was nothing to ham 


doe 

As Cleopntaras for to love and serve 5 

Hin roghté mat in armés Sor to ster’ 

To the defence of hir and of bir ryght, 
This noble queene ck lovedé so thin 


knyght, 
‘Thurgh his desert and for his chivalrye 5 
As certeynly, but-if that bookés lye, 
He was of persone, and of gentilesse, 6m 
And of dliscrecion, aml of hardynesie, 
Worthy vo any wight that lyven 
And she was faire as is the rose im f. 
And, for to maken shortly is the beste, 
‘Sho wax his wif, and hadde him as bir 
teste. 

‘The weddyng and the feast 10 devyse, 
‘To me that have y-take swich emprise, 
mmr anes toa 
Tt were to Jonge, fest that I shold stake 
Of thing that beryth more effecte and 


charge; to 
For men may overlade a shippe or barge. 
sat, the rater of Corr, Octonin, soar of 


SP nk tae 
tu nto? 
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And wyth that worde, naked, with ful 
good herte, 
Amonge the serpents in the pit she stertes 
And ther she chees to ban hin bu 
Anon the neckires gonne hir for fo tyoge, 
‘And she hirdceth receveth with good chere, 
For love of Antony that was hir so dere. 
And this is storial sooth, it is wo fable. pox 
Now ef I fynde a man thus trewe and 
stable, 
And wolde for love his deeth so frely take, 
I prey God lat oure hedés nevere ake? 


Explicit Legenda Cleopatre, Martyrit 


Incipit Legende Tasha Babiten, Martivis 
At Babiloyne whilons fi it thus,— 
The whiché toun the queene Semyramus 
Leet dichen al about, and wallés make 
Ful bye, of hardé tiles wel y-bake: yoy 


‘There were dwellynge in this noble toune 


‘Two lordés, which that were of grete 
renoune, 
And wonéden so neigh upon a grene, 
‘That ther nas buta stoon wal hem betwene, 
AS ofte in gretté tounds is the wone, 
And sooth to seyn, that o man had a sone, 
Of al that fonde oon of the tustieste ; 
‘That other had a doghtre, the fulreste 
That esteward in the worlde was tho 
dwellynge. 8 
Thenameofeverychegan to othersprynge, 
By wommen that wereneyphéhoresaboute ; 
For in that contre yit, withouten doate, 
Maydens ben y-kept for jelousye 
Ful streyté, teste they diden some folye. 
This yongé man was clepéd Piramus, 
And Tesbe highte the maide,—Naso seith 
thus. 
And thos by réporte was hirname y-shove, 
"That as they wex in age, wex hir love. 
And cérteyn, a3 by reson of bir age, pa 
‘Ther myghte have ben betwex bem 
mariage, 
But that bir foes nold it not mssente, 
And both in lore y-liké soore they brente, 
‘That noon of al bir Grendés myghto Ie lette, 
bah che in Pepys 


bers 
om Sends in Cg okt 


wevely somtyme yit they mette 
Dra aml, soumeof hir desire, 
As wre the glede and hotter is the fire ; 
Forbeede a love, and it & fen so woode. 
‘This wal, which that bitwixe hem bothé 


stood, 
a right fro the toppe 


ot ae ‘ym of his fourdacioun. 949 
But yit this elyfté was so narwe and lite 
sche eres deere ynogh « myte 5 
But what is that thet love kanbat espye? 
Ye lovers two, if that 1 shal nat lye, 
‘Ve foundes first this litel narwé efifte, 
And with a soune as softe as any shryfte, 
Tho etchirwors rp ec gce 
tolden, while they stoden in the place, 
‘Al hire compleynt of tove, asd al hire wo. 
‘At every tymé whan they dorsté so, 
Upon the o syde of the walle stood he, 
And on that other sydé stood Teshe, 732 
‘The swooté soun of other to receyve. 
And thos aoe wardeyns woldé they 


re lay eaten 
Andeteks iced teatuteorsen sien 
‘Thus welde they. seyn: ‘Alias, thow 
wikked walle f 
Thurgh thyn envfe thow us lettest alle } 
Why cote cleve, or fallen ab actwo? 
Or at the leesté, but thow wouldest so, 
Vit woldestow but ovis let us mecte, pio 
Si cals ink selma heen 
‘Than were we covered of oure carts: 
Bat nathiles, yit be we to thee holde, 
Tn ax muche es thou saffrest for to goon 
Our wordés thurgh thy lyn and eke thy 


stot 4 

Yet oghté we with the ben wel apayede,* 
And whan theseicdel wordés weren sayde, 

‘Thecokdéwalle they wolden kysse of stooe, 

And take bir leve, ard forth they wollen 


‘goon. 
And this was gladly in the evétyde, 770 
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fe maay mo holden fals, and eke unkynde.” 
conte she comith, amd after hymn gan 
Co 
Gthé with hire herte and with hire a 
A thoghte, ‘I wol his tellen apa 
drede, to 
othe of the lyonesse and al my dede. 
es toe tats hire Jove than hath she 
a uurde, 


d hir, and gan hin wel to knowe, 
t Jt was Piramus, hire herté dere. 
© Who koudi' writé which  dodely clero 
Hath Teste now ? and how hire heere she 


tp 

how she gan hir-selvé to turmente ? 

d how she Iyth and swowneth on the 
grounde? 

bow she wepe of terés ful his wounde? 

medleth she his blood with hir eoen- 


And therwithal she lyfteth up bis heed, 
‘This woful man, that wus nat fully 


Oth hose, Ovid's ‘oraque Palliai- 
~ ptm We Hay 13S — 





Than spake she thus: “Thy woful hande,' 


tgo 
in swicbe a werke to mes 
me yive srengthe and 


handynesse, 
Tomake my woundé large ynogh, I geste. 
I wole the folowen ded, and 1 wol be 
Tae coxase eke of thy deeth,? quod 


‘And Soh he near the deth only 
Myghte pet eee 
‘Thou shal no mare departé now fro me 
‘Than fro the deth, for I wol go with the, 
“And now, ye wreeched jelowse fadrés 


‘Ts strong 
For hove 


oure, ve 
WE, that weren whilome children youre, 
We pmyes you, withouten more enyye, 
That in o grave i-fere we moten lye, 
Synlovehath broght ws to this pitouseende. 
And ryghtwis God to every laver sende, 
‘That loveth trowely, more Late sere 
‘Thas ever haddé Piramus and Tesbe, 
And let no gentile woman hire assure, 
‘To patten hire in swiche an dventure. 
But God forbedé but a woman kan 


And with that words his swerde 
as swithe, 
‘That warme was of hire Jorés blood, and 
hote, 
And to the herté sbe bire-selven senote, 
‘Ase thus are Tesbe and Piramus ago. 
Of trewe men I fyedé hut fewe mo 
Tn al my bookés, save this Pimsns, 


And therfore have I spoken of hyms, thus 


For it is deyntee to us men to fynde gm 
A mao that kan in love be trewe and 


‘eth 


ss Femgetn 


4 Tin. ates omaha, 


3 
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Of Troye; und al the'longé Uay/they tweye | The Betti dreme; and wpe rood aoa 


Entendeden to speken and to pleye. 
Of which ther gas to breden swich # fire, 
That sely Dido hath now swich desire 
With Eneas, hir newé geste, to deele, 
That she hath loste hire hewe and eke 
hire heele. 
Now to theffecte, now to the fruyt of al, 
Why T have tolde this storye, and’ tellen 
shal, a6 
Thus T bygynne: It fil upon « nyght, 
Whan that the moane upreyséd fad hive 
lyght, 
‘This noble queene unto hire rest? wente, 
She siketh sore, and gan hire - selfe 
turmente 5 
Sbe waketh, walwithe, maketh many a 
beayde, 
As doon thise Jovers, as I have herde 
saydes 
And at the laste, unto hire suster Anne 
She made bir mone, amd ryght thus 
spake she thanne, 1itg 
‘Now, deré suster myn, what may it be 
‘That tne agasteth in mydreme?" quod she. 
“This ilké Trojane is so in my thoghte, 
Forthat methinketh he isso wel y-wroghte, 
And eke s0 Hkly for to ben « man, 
And theewithal so mykel good he kan, 
‘That nf my love nnd lyf lyth in his cure, 
Have ye nat here hym telle his dventure ? 
Now certes, Anne, gif that ye'redé me, 
Lwoldé fayne to him y-wedded bey ery 
‘This Is theffcct ; what sholde I moré seyn? 
In him lith alle, to doo me tyve or dayn," 
Hir suster Anne, as she that kouth 
hire goode, 
Seyde as fre thoght, and somdel ft 
wither 
But herof was so tonge a 
It were to longe to make rel . 
Bat, finally, it may nat be withstonde + 
Love woll love, for nowyght wol itwonde, 
The dawényng upryst oute of the see + 
This amoroise queené chargeth hire 
seynee 
315s: So Gg; rest for tv ifeke and for te 
Neve 
1163. Aire, Gg Ais 


iat dh tg rel it 





ene + 

An huntynge wal this lust ‘ibe 

So priketh hire this newe joly ome 

To bors is al hire lusty folke ysgo ; 

| Unto the courte the boundés 

y-broughte, 

And RES Gerserattrg tent 

Hir yongé kayphtés boven al 

‘And of bir women eke wn moe route. 

Upon a thikké palfrey, paper white, 1198 

Woh sxdel rede, enbroudet with delyte, 

golde the barrés up enboséd heighe, 

Sitel Dido, sl in golde and perrey wreaghe, 

‘And she is faire as is the biryghté morwe, 

‘That beeleth seké folkes of nyghtés sorwe, 

Upon a coursere, startiyng es the fre,— 

Men myghté turne him witha lytel wire,— 
Sitte Eneus, like Phebus to devyse, 

‘So was he fressh arrayéd in bis wy 

‘The fomy beidel, with the hitte rae 

Cea be, ryght as himselge 


And forth this noble queene, this lady, Hide 
by hire syd. 


Whh Hay 1? ‘Go bet!” © Prik thow !* 
“Lat goo, fat gon 1" 


h the comer, of the bere, 
Tut apg yer ends ten wi 


‘The wildéhertes, and han hemsat here wille, 
Amonges al this, to romblen gan the 
herene, 


¥ 
‘Tho thonder rored with a grisly stevene y 
Doan -_ the ayn wal ae ae 


0 taste, 

With berets fin that Se ntespue 
‘This noble and ulso hire meynec, 
‘That yche of bem was glad awey to flees 
And shortly, fro the tempest hire to save, 
‘She fled hire-selfe into a lytel eave, 
And with hire wente this Eness also, 

T not with heus if ther went any mop 
‘The anctour maketh of hit no menecioun. 
‘And here beganne the depe affeceionn 
Betwix hem twos thiswas the firstémorwe 


1195. commners, BY comrvere 
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‘That Proigne upon ir dombé snster 
maketh Bo 
In armés everych of been other taketh ; 
And thus I lat hens in her sorwé dwelle, 
The remenant is no changé for to telle, 
For this is al and some,—thus wns 
she served, 
‘That never harm agylté ne deservedte 
Unto thys cmuelle man, that she of wyste. 
Ye may be watt of wen, yif that yow lyste. 
For al be that he wol not for has shame 
Déon ws Tereus, to lese his name, 29h 
Ne serve yow as a morderere of a knave, 
Fal lytel whilé shul yetrewe tym have,— 
That wol' 1 seyne al wershe Rowe 
yy brother, — 
But hit ps be tae he may have non other. 


Explicit Legenda Piilowens 


Incipit Legensia Phillis 

By preve, a8 wel as by auctorite, 
‘That ikke fratecometh of awikked tree, 
That may ye fynde, if thav hyt lketh yow, 

But for thys ende I speké thys as now, 
‘To tellé yow of fals? Demophon. 
In love « falser herde I never non, 
But if hit were bys fader Theseus} 24oo 
Gort, for his gracé, fro suche oan kepe tis! 
‘Thus thesé wymen prayen that hit here 5 
Now to theffect tume I of my matere, 

Distroyéd is of Trayé the citee 5 
This Demophon come saylyng in the see 
‘Towarde Athénés to his paleys large. 
With hym come many a shippe and 


many 9 barge 
Fil of folke, of whiche fil many on 
Is wounded sore, and seke, and wo beyon, 
And they han at a segé Tonge rare 
Hyhynde him come a wynde and 
mae 


rayne, 

That shofe xo sore bis saylle me myghté 
stonde, 

Hym weréteverthan al theworldea-londe, 

‘So hunteth hym the tempest to and fro! 

So detke byt was, be kouthé no-wher go, 


2380-2449 


And with a wawé brosten was his stere, 
His shippe was rest so lowe, in suche 
mancre, 
‘That carpentere me koude hit mat amende, 
The see by nyght as any torcht hrende 
For wode, and posseth hym now up now 
5 0 
‘Til Neptune bath of hym compassyoun, 
And Thetis, Chorus, Triton, and they alle, 
And maden him upon a lonile to falle, 
Wherof that Phillis lady was and quence, 
Lycurgus doghtre, fayrer on to sene: 
‘Thanisthe Nonreageyn the bxygintsoans, 
cS is ace Deeernona Jonde 


Wapheadever a eal asec 


spoke, or draweé brethe ¢ 

Rhodopeya hym for to reste, 

Whan he may walke, tym tboght hit 
was the beste 

Unto the court to seken far socoure. ayo 

‘Men knewe hym welle and diden hym 


bonceare 5 
For at Athénés duke and Jorde was he, 
As Thesdus his fader hath y-be, 
‘That in his tymé was of grete renown, 
No man so grete in al his reyioun ; 
Ant lyke his fader of face and of stature, 
And fals of love shyt came bym of nature, 
As doth the fox Kenarde, the foxes sone; 
Of kynde he keule his oldé fadrés wone 


she Clon Er Re ie RS at 
Steers aise 
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it were alle in Argone that citee. 
1s eny froste now wexeth she, 
ry the herte hir streyneth so, 
:of dethe doth hir so moché wo, 
's doun she fil in swich a were, 
rupandstakereth hereand there, 
r handés fasté loketh she. 

d shal myn handés blody be? 
yde, and as by my nature, 2690 
y semblant, and by my vesture, 
és ben nat shapen for a knyfe, 
revé no man fro his lyfe ! 

| have I with the knyfe to do? 
T have my throté korve a-two? | 
Iblede, allas, and mebe-shende ! 
scoste thys thing mot have an 
les 

mot nedés lese oure lyfe. 
5," quod she, ‘syn Tam his wyfe, 
my feythe, yet is hyt bet for me 
ded in wyfely honeste, —a7or 
traytour lyvyng in my shame. 
nay, for erneste or for game, 
wake and ryse and go his way 
5 goter, or that hyt be day.” 









LATER MIN 


2 ROSEMOUNDE 

A BALane 
ye ben of al beauté [the] shryne 
‘ercléd is the mappémounde, 
cristal glorious ye shyne 
vuby ben your chekés rounde. 
‘e ben so mery and so jocounde 
svelwhan that I'see you daunce, 
nément unto my wounde, 
to me ne do no daliaunce. 





| 
1 I wepe of terés ful a tyne, 9 | 
at wo myn herté nat confounde; 
y voys that ye so smal out-twyne 
iy thoght in joye and blis 
ounde. 

y I go, with lové bounde, 
ysclf I'sey, in my penaunce, 
wl; Poet 163 omits the 


rads. semy; and Jynall (Le. final) 
cording 10 Skeat. 








And wepte fal tendirly upon his face, 

And in hir armés gan hym to embrace, 

‘And hym she roggeth and awaketh softe, 

‘And at the wyndow lepe he fro the lofte, 

Whan she hath warnéd hym and seen 
hym bote. 

This Lyno swyfté was and lyght of fote, 
And from his wif he rane a ful goode pas. 
This sely womman ys so wayke, allas ! 
And helples, so that er that she fer wente 
Her crewel fader did her for to hente, 
Allas! Lyno, why art thou so unkynde? 
Why ne haddist thou remembred in thy 

mynde 
And taken hir and ledde hir forthe with 
the? 
Forwhen she sawe that goon away was he, 
And that she mighté not so fasté go, “2720 
Ne folowen hymshe sat hir doun ryght tho, 
Til she was caught and fetered in prysoun. 
This tale is seyde for this conclusioun. 


ayia Kir wif he, F4 hi, 

t this point Chaucer, after. sh 
af tiretness, Seems tohave sbando 
altogether. 





=e 


OR POEMS 


Suffyseth me to love you Rosemounde, 
Though ye to me ne do no daliaunce. 


‘Nas never pyk walwéd in galauntyne 

As I in love am walwéd and y-wounde, 

For which ful ofte I of my-self dyvyne 

That I am trewé Tristam the secounde, 20 

My love may not refreyd be nor afounde ; 

 brenne ay in an amorous plesaunce. 

Do what you lyst, I wyl your thral be 

founde 

Though ye to me ne do no daliaunce. 

TREGENTIL. CHAUCER. 


THE FORMER AGE 
(2TAS PRIMA) 


A BLIsFUL lyf, a paisible and a swete, 
Ledden the peplés in the former age : 


627 





‘ot fynally, Fortune, E thee defye. 


Wit is me left the light of my resoun 

To knowen frend fro fo in thy mirour. so 
muchehath yit thy whirlyngupanddoun 

W-taught me for to knowen in an hour. 

"But trewily, no force of thy reddour 

Tohim that over hin-self hath themaystrye 

My suffisauncé shal be my socour : 

For fynally, Fortune, I thee defye. 


© Socmtes, thou stedfast champioun, 
She mover mighté be thy tormentour ¢ 
' Thou never dreddest hir oppresssoun 

Ne in hir cheré fournle thou no savour, so 
‘Thou knewe wel the deceit of hir colour 
‘And that hir mosté worshipe is to lye. 

T know hir eck a fals dissimulour + 

For fynally, Fortane, I thee defye 1 


i.—La Resrouns pe Forrune 
AU PLEINTIP 


No man is wrecched, but hin-self it wene 
And bothat hath him-self bath suffisaunee, 
Why seystow thas T am to thee so kene 
‘That hast thy-self oat of my gorernaunce? 
Sey thus: ‘Graunt mercy of thyn haboundl- 
aanee 
That thou hast lent of thi.” Why wol 
thow stryve? » 
What wostow yit how T thee wol avaunee ? 
And eek thou hast thy besté frend alyve ! 


T have thee taught divisioun bi-twene 

Frendof effect, and frend of countenaunce ; 
Thee nedeth mat the galle of noom hyéne, 
‘That cureth fea derke fro hir penaunce ¢ 
Now scestow eter, that werein ignuraunce, 
Vit halt thyn ancre, and yit thot mayst 


arryve 
‘Ther hountee berth the keye of my site 


staunce 1 » 
And eck thou hast thy besté frend alpve t 


. Al ! whiriyag. 
$e AR read FAO aed no ce 





hee 


Sin I thee fostred have in thy plesaunce ! 
Woltow than maken statute on thy quene 
‘That I shal been ay at thyn ordinaunce ? 
Thos born art in my regne of variaunce, 
Abonte the wheel with other most thou 


dryve, 
My lore is bet than wikke fs thy grevaunce: 
‘And cek thou hast thy besté frend alyve ! 


Hit—-La Respounsk pu PL&tntir 
COUNTRE Fortune 


‘Thy Jore I dampee, hit is adversitee. 
My frend ‘mayo mat reven, blynd 


! » 
That I Sirs knowe, I thanke it thee, 
Tak hem agayn, lat bem go lye on presse t 
‘The negardye in key Air richesse 
Premostik is thou wolt hir towr assayle 5 
Wikko appetyt comth ay before seknesse ¢ 
In general, this reulé may nat fayle, 


1¥,—LA Resrouxss pe Forron 
COUNTRE LE PLEUNTIE 
‘Thou pinchest at my muitabilitee, 
For I thee lente a drope of my richesse, 
‘And now me lyketh to withdrawé me. 
Why sboldestow my réaltce oppresse ? 60 
‘The seemay ebbe amd flowenmoreor lemses 
The welkne hath might so shyné, reyne 
cor hayle 5 

Right so mot I kythén my brotelnesse : 
In general, this reulé may nat fayte. 


Lo, thexecucion of the iagester 

‘That al purveyeth of his rightwysnesse 
‘That samé thyng ‘ Fortuné ' ye 
Ye blyndé bestés, ful of lewédnesse t 
‘The bevene hath ice Of sikernesse 5 
‘This world hath ever restéles travayle ¢ pa 
‘Thy lasté day Is ende of myn intresso2 
In general, this reulé may nat fayte, 


Lexvoy pr Fortunn 
Princes, I prey you of your gentilesse 
Tat web abe (goon sas a thus erye and 


phe Ui to or it. 
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Ben no-thyng oon, for turnéd up so doun 
Is al this world through mede and wilful- 


nesse 
That al is lost for lak of stedfastnesse, 


What maketh this world to be so variable 
But lust that folk have in dissensioun ? 
For now adayes a man is holde unable 10 
But if he can, by som collusioun, 

Don his neighbour wrong or oppressioun. 
What causeth this, but wilful wrecched- 


nesse 
That al is lost, for lak of stedfastnesse ? 


Trouthe is putdoun, resoun is holden fable, 
Vertu hath now no dominacioun, 

Pitee exyled, no wyght is mercidble. 
‘Through covetyse is blent discrecioun ; 
The world hath mad a permutacioun 
Fro right to wrong, fro trouthe to fikel- 


nesse, > 
‘That al is lost, for lak of stedfastnesse. 


Lenvoy To Kinc RICHARD 


O prince, desire for to be honourable, 
Cherish thy folk and hate extorcioun ! 
Suffre no thyng, that may be reprevable 
To thyn estat, don in thy regioun, 

Shew forth thy swerd of castigacioun, 
Dred God, do law, love trouthe and 

worthynesse, 
And dryve thy folk ageyn to stedfastnesse. 


Explicit. 


LENVOY DE CHAUCER A 
SCOGAN 


To-BROKEN been the statutes hye in 
hevene, 

That créat were eternally to dure, 

Sith that I see the bryghté goddés sevene 


5. Ct, F Harl. 7578 fe mo thing lyke; Add. 
Ar nothing like. 
walt ‘fh. Ci. F Add. Harl. 7578 Fer amonge 
inn. Among 
17. Hari. 7578 Ct. F mam for 


2B. Hark. 3378 Ch. FT Th, Ard wed, 





Mowe wepe and wayle, and passioun 

endure, 

y in erthe a mortale créature, 

atu! fro whennés may this thing pro- 
? 





cede 
Of whiche errour I deye almost for drede. 


By worde eterne whilom was it y-shape, 
That fro the fifté cercle, in no manére, 
Ne myghte a drope of terés doun eschape. 
But now so wepeth Venus in hir spere, 11 
That with hir terés she wol drenche us 

here. 
Allas, Scogan ! this is for thyn offence ! 
Thou causest this deluge of pestilence. 


Hast thou not seyd in blaspheme of this 


és, 

‘Through pride, or through thy greté 
rekelnesse, 

Swich thing as in the lawe of love forbode 


is? 
That, for thy lady saw nat thy distresse, 
‘Therfor thou yave hir up at Michelmesse ? 
Allas, Scogan ! of oldé folk ne yonge, 20 
Was never erst Scogan blaméd for his 
tonge. 


Thou drowe in scorn Cupide eek to 
recorde 
Ofthilkérebel word that thou hast spoken, 
For which he wol no lenger be thy lord, 
‘And, Scogan, thogh his bowé be nat 
‘broken, 
He wol nat with his arwés been y-wroken 
On thee, ne me, ne noon of our figure ; 
We shulof him haveneyther hurte ne cure. 


Now certés, frend, I drede of thyn 
unhappe, 

Leste for thy gilte the wreche of love 

procede » 

On alle hem that ben hore and rounde of 


shape, 
That ben so lykly folk in love to spede. 
Than shul we for our labour han no mede; 
But wel I wot, thou wilt answere and seye, 
“Loo, tholdéGrisellist to ryme and pleyel’ 


saints and wept. Brobably a reference to 
the heavy rains and floods of 139 
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And certés, Love, whan I me wel avyse 
On any estat that man may represente, 
Then have ye makéd me, through your 

franchise, 39 
Chesé the beste that ever on erthé wente. 
Now love wel, herte, and look thou never 
stente, 
And let the jelouse put it in assay, 
That for no peyné wol I not sey nay 5 
To love him best, ne shal I never repente. 


Herté, to thee hit oghte y-nogh suffyse 
That Love so hy a gracé to thee sente 
To chese the worthiest in allé wyse, 
And most agréable unto myn entente. 
Seché no ferther, neyther way ne wente, 
Sith I have suffisaunce unto my pay,— 70 
Thus wol I endé this compleynt or lay, 
To love him beste ne shal I never repente. 


Li 


Princess ! receyveth this Compleynt in 
gree, 
Unto your excellent benignitee, 
Direct after my litel suffisaunce, 
For eld, that in my spirit dulleth me, 
Hath of endyting al the subtilte 
Wel ny bereft out of my remembraunce ; 
And cek to me hit is a greet penaunce, 
Syth rym in English hath swich scarsitee, 
To folwé word by word the curiositee #1 
Of Graunson, flour of hem that make 
Fraunce ! 





‘oY 





LENVOY DE CHAUCER A 
BUKTON 


Tue covyseiL oF CHAUCER TOUCH- 
1NG_MARIAGE, WHICH WAS SENT 
‘to BuKToN 


My maister Bukton, whan of Criste 
our kyng 
Was axéd, What is trouthe or sothfast- 
nese? 





82, Sir Oto de Graunson, a knight of Savoy, 
received an annuity from Richard IT. in 1393 for 
services to the king, 








He nat a word answerde to that axyng, 
‘As who saith, ‘No man is al trewe,’ I 


gesse. 
And therfor, thogh I highté to expresse 
The sorwe and wo that is in mariage, 

I dar not wryte of hit no wikkednesse, 
Lest I my-self falle eft in swich dotage. 


I wol nat seyn how that hit is the 


cheyne 

Of Sathanas, on which he znaweth 
ever; 

But I bats Fe were he out of his 


‘As by his wille he wolde be boundé 
never, 

But thilké dotéd fool that eft hath lever 

Y-cheynéd be than out of prison crepe, 

God lete him never fro his wo dissever, 

Ne no man him bewaylé thogh he wepe ! 


But yit, lest thou do worsé, tak a wyf; 
Bet is to wedde than brenne in worsé 


wyse, 

But thou shalt have sorwe on thy flessh, 
thy lyf, 

And ben may wyvés thral, as seyn tie 


And if that holy weit may nat suffyse, 
Experience shal thee teché, so may happe, 
That thee were lever to be take in Fryse 
Than eft to falle of weddyng in the trappe. 


Exvoy 
This litel writ, proverbés, or figure 

I sendé you, tak kepe of hit, I rede : 

Unwys is he that can no wele endure. 

If thou be siker, put thee nat in drede. 

‘The Wyf of Bathe I pray yow that ye 

rede 

Of this matéré that we have on honde. 30 

God graunté you your lyf frely to lede 

In fredom ; for ful hard is to be bonde. 


Explicit. 


‘ryse. Anexpedition in which Englishmen 
se paren riwas launched against Fri in 13996. 
The Pedanderreised to remom ter count 
men when captured, 20 n0 ex ras poasibie, 
which gives force to Chaucer’ 
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BALADE—COMPLEYNT DAMOURS 





1 


So hath your beautee fro your herté chaced 
Pitec, that me ne availeth not to pleyne 5 
For Daunger halt yourmercy in his cheyne. 


Giltlesmy deeth thus han yeme purchaced ; 
I sey you south, me nedeth not to feyne ; 
So hath your beautee fro your herté 
chaced 19 

Pitee, that me ne availeth not to pleyne. 


Allas ! that nature hath in you compdssed 

So greet beautee, that no man may atteyne 

To mercy, though he stervé for the peyne. 

So hath your beautee fro your herté 
chaced 

Pitee, that me ne availeth not topleyne; 

For Daunger halt your mercy in his 
cheyne, 


Sin I fro Love escapéd am so fat 
F never thenk to ben in his prison lene ; 
Sin I am free, I counte him not a bene. 


Ie may answere, and seyé this or that; 30 
T do no fors, I speke right as I mene. 
Sin I fro Love escaped am so fat 
I never thenk to ben in his prison lene. 


Love hath mynamey-strikeoutof his sclat, 
And he is strike out of my bokés clene 
For evermo ; [ther] is non other mene. 

Sin I fro Love escapéd am so fat 

I never thenk to ben in his prison lene 5 
Sin Iam frce, I counte him not a bene. 


Explicit. 








BALADE 
sT WoMAN UNCONSTAN 
Mapamt, for your newé-fangelnesse 
Many a servaunt have ye put out of grace. 
T take my leve of your unstedfastnesse, 
For wel I wot, whyl ye have lyvés space, 
BP lhe es Shoat ther in 
lowe's ed. of yom 


Cu Stowe's eds (0 Zine Aane; Hash, lyme 
an space. 





AGAI 








Ye can not love fal half yeer in a place ; 

To newé thyng your lust is ay so kene ; 

In stede of blew, thus may ye were al 
grene. 


Right as a mirour nothyng may enpresse 
But, lightly as it cometh, so mot it pace, 
So fareth your love, your werkés bereth 


witnesse. 10 
Ther is no feith that may your herte 
embrace ; 


But, as a wedercok, that tumeth his face 
With every wynd, ye fare, and that is sene; 
Instedeof blew, thusmay ye were al grene. 


Ye might be shrynéd, for your brotelnesse, 
Bet than Dalyda, Creseide, or Candice + 


For ever in chaungyng stant your 
sikernesse, 

That tache may no wyght fro your 
herte arace 5 


If ye lese oon, ye can wel tweyn purchace; 

‘Al light for somer, ye woot wel what i 
mene, 

Instede of blew, thusmay ye were al grene. 


Explicit. 


COMPLEYNT DAMOURS 


I, WHICH that am the sorwfullesté man 
That in this world was ever yit lyvynge 
And leest recoverer of him-selven can 


Beginne thus my deedly compleynynge 
On hir, that may to lif and deeth me 


Which hath on me no mercy ne no 
rewthe 

That love hir best, 
for my trewthe. 


‘but sleeth me 


6. Ct. Harl. ever 30; Stowe's ed. (1961) 
omits 20, 

8, Ct. Harl, Stowe that nothyn 

16. Ct. bettin, vost better Payday, Dallah, 
Creseide, the heroine of Chaucer's’ T: 
Candace, Queen Candace, who tricked ‘Alex: 





ty. stant, all stondeth, 
4. FB insert right before thus, 
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A TREATISE ON THE ASTROLABE 


135-154 





the bordure on the bak side. Tho turned 
myn Astrelabye, and by enuse that it wns 
beforne mydday, turned my rict and sette 
the degre of the sone, that is to seyn the 
first degre of Aries, on the right 

myn Astrel@bye upom 25 degrees and 30 
mynutes of height amon myn almykan- 
teras. Tho loide I my label wpon. the 
degre of my sonne, and fonde the point 
‘of my label in the bordure upon a ewpitale 
lettre that is clepid an X. Tho rekned 
Lalle the capitale lettres fro the lyne of 
mmydnight unto this forseide lettre X, and 
fonde that it was 9 of the clokke of the day. 
Tho loked I doun upon. the est orizonte, 
und fonde there the 20 degre of Geminis 
ascendyng, whiche that I toke for myn 
ascendent. And in this wise had I the 
experience for evermo in whiche manere 
Ishulde knowe the tyde of the day and 
eke myn ascendent. [199] 

Tho wolde I wite the same nyght 
folewyng the houre of the nyght, and 
wroughte in this wise Among an heepe 
of sterres fixe it liked me for to take the 
altitudvof the faire whitesterre that is clepld 
Alhabor, and fonde hi sittyng on the west 
side of the lyne of midday, 12 degrees of 
heighte taken by my rewle on the bak side. 
Tho sette I the centre of this Athabor wport 
tadegrees amonge mynalmykanterasupon 
the wost side, by camse that she was foande 
‘on the west side. Tho leyde Emy label 
‘over the degre of the sonine, that was 
dliscendid under the west orisoante, and 
rekned all the lettres capitals fro the lyee 
of midday unto the point of my label in 
the bordure, and fonde that It was passed 
g of the clokke the space of 10 degrees, 
‘Tho lokid I down upon myn est orisounte, 
and fonde ther 10 degrees of Seorpius 


4 ta te, Dey wads Fj Rate 
wap? Meroe, De Ry read a7 Ay Be Re, 
44 10 dagrece of Seorpina, Deby 29 degrees of 
645 








ascendyng, whom Ltokeforimynascendent. 
‘And thus Jemed I to knowe onys for evere 
in whiche manere J shuld come to the houre 
of the pyght, and to myn ascendent, as 
verrely as may be taker by so snal an 
instrement. [r45) 

But natheles this rule in general wol I 
wamrne the for evere>—Nemake the nevere 
bolde to bave take a just ascendent by uhits 
Astrelabie, or etles to have sete justly a 
ctokke, whan eny celestial body by whiche 


lye. 
the sonne is nygh the meridioval lye, the 
degre of the sonne renneth so longe con- 
sentrike upon the almykantents that sothly: 
thou shalt erre fro the justascendent, The 
same conclusion sey I by the centre of eny 
sterre fixe bynyght. And, more over, by 
a ary 1 wote » in our 
¢, from xi of the ebokke unto oon 
of the clokke in taking of a isst ascendent 
ina, if Astrelabie it is harde to knowe 
—I mene from xi of the clokke before the 
houre of noon til oon of the clokke next 
folewyng. [x50] 
4. A special declaracioun of the Asvendent 
The Ascendent sothly, as wel in alle 
Nativites as in questions and eleocions of 


declaractoun, 
‘The Ascendent, suibly to take it at the 
largest, is thilke dogre thataseendithat: 
of these forscide «3 pom the est. 
sorente. And: yf that eny planete 
ascende at thatt same tymein' forseiite 
salpeb pe, bat he than in he dope 
lyme, és than in 
ecliptik whiche that is the degre of 
fis longitude, Mets says that plauneto is 
In Faetaters 


depen Pater 8 upale 
fades Dabs Ry samee 


ign ej goer. of Ry (wus) Ag 
Soe si cae Rak 
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A and sctte it in the ecliptik lyne in my 
zodiak in the degre of the longitude of 
Venus, that is to seyn, in the 1 degre 
of Capricomne ; and than sette I the point 
of F upward in the same signe by cause 
that latitude was north upon the latitude 
of Venus, that is to seyn, in the 4 degre 
fro the heved of Capricomne; and thushave 
4 degrees bitwixe my two prickes. Than 
leide I down softly my compas, and sette 
the degre of the longitude upon the 
orisonte ; tho toke I and waxed my label 
nuanere of a peire tables to receyve 
distinctly the prickes of my compas, [+76] 
‘Tho toke I thys forseide label, and leyde it 
fixe over the degre of my longitude ; tho 
toke I up my compas and sette the point 
of A in the waxe on my label, as evene 
as I koude gesse, over the ecliptik lyne in 
the ende of the longitude, and sette the 
point of F endelonge in my label upon 
the space of the latitude, inward and over 
the zodiak, that is to seyn northward fro 
the ecliptik. Than leide T down my 
compas, and Ioked wel in the wey upon 
the prickes of A and of F; tho tumed I 
my ryet til that the pricke of F satt upon 
the orisonte ; than sawe I wel that the 
body of Venus in hir latitude of degrees 
septemtrionals ascendid in the ende of 
the 8 degre fro the heved of Capricorne. 
And yo/a that in this manere maist thou 
wirke with any latitude septemtrional in 
alle signes. But sothly the latitude 
meridional of a planete in Cay 
may not be take by cause of the litel space | 
bitwixe the ecliptyk and the bordure of 
the Astrelabie ; but sothely in all othre 
signes it may. [362] 
pte ag Sey ale 























4 TREATISE. ON THE ASTROLABE 


, thow wel knowist, 


| rekne hir 





: e the 





of Piscis on the ecliptike ; sn! 
I the point of F dounward i 
signe by cause that the letitoie 
2 degres, that is to seyn, fot 
Piscis ; and thus have 2 deg 
bothe prikkes. Than sete! 
of the longitude upon thei 
toke I my label, and leide it 
the degre of the longitude; { 
the point of A on my label ert 
ecliptik lyne in the ende of th 
the longitude, and sette the | 
endlonge in my label the spact! 
of the latitude outward frothe: 
isto seynsouthward fro theeelij 
the bordure), and turned my! 
the pricke of F saat upon th 
Than say I wel that the body 
in his latitude of 2 degre: 
ascendid with 8 degres of Pis 
sop. And in this manere 
wirke with any latitude merit 
first seide, save in Capricor 
thou wilt pleye this crafte witt 





| of the mone, loke thou reknes 


houre by houre, for she ne dw 
a degre of his longitude but li 
But natt 
verrey moevyng b 
houre after houre— Eyse] = 


(Left unfinished.’ 
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THE ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE 


men sayn that in sweveninges 
's but fables and lesynges ; 

n may some swevenes sene 
hardély that false ne bene, 
srwarde ben apparaunt. 

ye I drawé to warraunt 

rour that hight Macrobes, 

ute nat dremés false ne lees, 
lothe us the avysioun 

hilom metté kyng Cipioun. 
10-so saith, or weneth it be 
or elles nycete, 

¢ that dremés after falle, 

ho so lyste a fole me calle. 

s trowe I, and say for me, 
més signifiauncé be 

land harme to many wightes, 
‘emen in her slepe a nyghtes 
ny thyngés covertly, 

len after al openly. 

in my twenty yere of age, 
hat Love taketh his cariage 
¢ folke, I wenté soone 

le, as T was wont to done, 

ite I slepte ; and in slepyng 
té suche a swevenyng 

kéd me wonder wele. 

chat sweven is never a dele 
nys afterwarde befalle, 

1s this dreme wol tel us alle. 
2 this dreme wol I ryme a-right 
your hertés gaye and lyght, 
ve it prayeth and also 

undeth me that it be so. 
there any aské me, 

+ that it be he or she, 











3° 


vw. 1-44 Thynne’s edition is sole 


false, 1 t0 falscen ben,‘ mensongier.” 
aia tp Bethe of Blaunchen 384, 





welt. 
‘iage (Th. corage), i.e. toll, ‘paage." 





Howe [wil I] this booke whiche is here 
Shal hatté, that I rede you here ; 
It is the Romance of the Rose, 
In whiche al the Arte of Love I close. 4o 
The mater fayre is of to make: 
God graunt me in gree that she it take 
For whom that it begonnen is ! 
And that is she that hath y-wis 
So mochel pris, and therto she 
So worthy is biloved to be 
That she wel ought of pris and ryght 
Be clepéd Rose of every wight. 
‘That it was May me thoughté thoa— 
It is .V. yere or more ago— 
That it was May thus dreméd me, 
In tyme of love and jolite, 
That al thing gynneth waxen gay. 
For ther is neither busk nor hay 
In May that it nyl shrouded bene, 
And it with neweé levés wrene. 
These wodés eek recoveren grene 
That drie in wynter ben to sene. 
And the erthé wexith proude withalle 
For swoté dewes that on it falle, 
‘And [al] the pore estat forgette 
In which that wynter had it sete. 
‘And than bycometh the ground so proude, 
That it wole have a newé shroude, 
‘And makith so queynt his robe and faire 
That it hath hewes an hundred payre, 
Of gras and flouris, ynde and pers, 
‘And many hewés fui dyvers. 
That is the robe I mene, y-wis, 69 
Through whiche the ground to preisen is. 
The byrdés that han lefte her song 
While thei suffridé cold so strong, 
In wedres gryl and derk to sight, 
BE BL ple by Sees ba he pro 


MS... ‘which is imperfect in vv. O72, ete 
Ea Th. han enfred. 
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THE ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE 


4678-4756 





Lightly thou shubde escapen oute 
OF the prisoun that marreth thee.” 
L'Amavnt. ‘Ye, Daimé, sith my lord 


is be, 480 
And T his man maad with myn honde, 
T woldé right fayne undirstonde 
To knowen of what kynde he be, 
If ony wolde enformé me." 
Ratroun, ‘1 wolde,’ seidé Resoun, 
‘thee lere 
Sith thou to lerne hast sich desire, 
And shewé thee withoaten fable, 
A thyng that is not demonstrable. 
‘Thou shalt [wite] withouten science, 
‘And knowe withouten experience, 
‘The thyng that may not knowen be, 
Ne wist no shewid in no degre. 
‘Thou maist the sothe of it not witen, 
‘Though in thee it werd writen, 
‘Thou shalt not knowe therof more, 
While thon art reuled hy his lore. 
Bat unto hym that love wole flee 
The kootte may wnclosed bee, 
Which bath to thee, as it is founde, 
So long be knette and not unbounde, 
Now sette wel thyne entencioun, 
To here of love ciscripcioun, 
aoe it is an batelull pees, 
erage ey withoute relees, 
N teathe frette full of falsheede ; 
A sikernesse all sette in drede, 
In hertis a dispeiryng hope, 
‘And full of hope j nie wanhope ; 
Wise woodnesse and wode resoun, 
A sweté perell in to droune, 
An hevy birthen lyght to bere ; 
‘A.wikked wawe alwey to ware, 
It is Karibdous perilous ; 
le and 


sb 


4708 


ante 


Disagreable and gracious ; 
Tris asides that can accorile, 


hap dineyllabic. 
Petia as al rr ae 


per 

we sconmect vs 4693 with ¥. 46g 
(reading new often for mot wien), and ¥. 4694 
wine. 


to be avoided, 


Sas, teadin 
eka Pr coroapontiog’ 
pod senses 





And nccordaunce to discorde ¢ 

It is kunnyng withonte science, 

Wisdome withouté sapience, 

Witte withouté discrecioun, 

Havoire withoute possessionn 3 

Tt is sike hele and bool sekenesse, 

A thrust drownéd in dronknesse ; 

An helthé full of maladie, 

And charite full of envie ; 

An hunger fall of halnndaance, 

And a gredy suffisaunce 

Delite right fal of hevynesse, 

And drerihed full of pladnesse ; 

Bitter swetnesse and swete errour, 
evell savoured good savour}. 479 

Syn{né) that pardoun hath withynne, 

Aad pardoun spotted oute with synne; 

A peyne also it is joious, 

‘And felonyé right pitous : 

Also pley that selde is stable, 

And tedefast [stat] right mevable. 

A strengthe weyked to stonde upright, 

And feblenessd full of myght ; 

Witte upavised, sage folie 

‘And joié full of turmentrie ; 

A langhter it is, weping ay, 

Reste that traveyleth nyght and day 5 

Also a sweté helie it is, 

And a soroufull paradys 5 

A plesaunt gayl and esy prisoun, 

And, full of freste, [a} somer sesoun, 

Pefme temps full of frostés white, 

And May devoide of al delite y 

With scer braunches blossoms ungrene, 

And newe fruyt fillid with veynter tene. 

It isa slowe may not forbere "0 

Ragges ribaned with gold to were ; 

For also well wole Jove be sette 

Under ragges as riche rochette, 

Ani cke as wel by amourettes 

Tn mournyng blak, os bright bernettes, 


arto 


ane 


st 


‘The word taijeme (r Ltt be * 
ee serie mentale 


aera) hak seoms 10 be th 
trealated 8 vagabond,” 


yan 
























































THE ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE 


Bese enforce [hem] it to wynne, 
‘That shulde defende it fro withynne, 

Who myght defense ayens hem make? 

Setelagane mote be tale 
trepeget, or mangonel, 

Withost displaiyng of pensel, 

And if God nyt done it socaur, 

‘Bout lat (it) renne in this colour, 


ponght bet yel 
Or yore a tribate doutélees, 
holde it of hem to have pees, 
Hut gretter harme bitkleth thee 
“That they al maister of it be. 


Hf thea wolt fruyt have 5 
ot there thi-silf to save. 
But pow pees! Heere T turne ageyne, 
T wole nomore of this thing seyne, 
Te Ly paneer te herby: 
(Ny [ssa ertl talib 
TT atest 
‘0 helpe youre what Emay, 630 
A ed i ede 
vor they be shent al outerly, 
if 50 falié that I be 
with bem and they with me. 
And cke my lemiman mote they serve, 
Ort shall not my love deserve, 
Tam a fals traitour, 
Gea lowed 1e for ® tee trichour ¢ 


nyg! 
Wore otony gile til It be done. tyto 
‘Thurh me hath many oon deth 


Sete ieaaicoe piece 
pevere 
(Aad remnyeely, and dal Pemeye, 


okt, $1 i deme (andere an deme) we ba ves 
rescorte. 
eae MER igs Shoat wpa wt lire 
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But who so doth, if he wise be, 

Hym is right good be war of me. 

But 0 sligh is the deceyvyng 

That to hard is the aperceyvyng. 

For Protheus, that cowde hym ehaunge, 
In every shap homely and straunge, @20 
Cowde nevere sich gilé ne tresoune 

As TL. For I come never in toune, 
Thére as I myght knowen bes 

‘Though men nse bothe myght hore and see, 
Foll wel Lean my chahis chaunge, 
Take oon and make another steaunge. 


Now and now cl 

ne eal 
Now am I maister, now scolere, 330 
Now monke, now chanoun, now haily 5 
What ever myster man am I, 

Now am I prince, now am I page, 

‘And kan by herte every langage 
Sorhime tyme am 1 hore and olde, 
Nowam E fn ed pene and bolde s 
Now am I now Robyn, 

Now Frere Menour, now Incobyn, 

And with me folwith my loteby, 

To done me solas and company, 

‘That hight Danie ‘Atatioenes Seayeatt 
In many a queynte array fe 

Rypht as it cometh to hir lykyng, 

1 fulfille ab bir desiryres 5 

Sémtyne a wommans cloth take I, 

Now am I maydé, mow lady; 

Somtyme I am reli 

Now lyk an anker in an bous 5 
Somtyme am I Prioresse, 

‘And now a nonne, and now Abbesse 5 6350 


‘And go thurgh allé regiouns, 


ar}, ar ofted thes mekes an extra nace 
CTALTLSE! rf. 
< i) iepotied by Kalum Pas 


crereg foe pity 
and G leaves iS fo an rohrch wppears 
in Th an That alt katy covanthomomermgy 


ah MES, a moyle 
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GLOSSARY 





Wonps still in use, with substantially the same meaning, are not included in this Glossa 
intended for working purposes and not as a concordance. In most cases, to help identification, one 
reference is given to each word, for each of its obsolete meanings: but in a few words of common 
‘occurrence, transferred to this Glossary from that in the Eversley Edition of the Canterbury Tales, 
these references are omitted. In the references the letters A-[ denote the various sections of the 
Canterbury Tales, An. Anelida and Arcite, As. the I reatise on the Astrolate, Vi. the Dethe of 
Blauwche, Bo. the Horce, HE the Hous of Kame, 1. the Legendte of Goad Wemen, PE the Parle. 





ment of Foules, Rthe Komawnt of the Rose, T Troilus and Crise yde. 
Fame and Troilus, the index figures give the number of the book 


thus T? 357 denotes Trois, Bk. ji. 1. 357. 


In the case of the Hous of 
‘which the line quoted occurs, 








‘The letters # and y being often used interchangeably in 


manuscripts, most »-forms are arranged in the order of 7. 


TA 1407 


A, cand. num. one. 
‘A 1078, R 2627 
A 3516, A B54 


‘By intery. ah, 

A, pref. on, 

Be fares R ages 

‘Abaysed, Abaysached, Abayst, /,/. abashed. 
TS 1253, Ho. 36, F317 

Abaved. “Abawed, fp absshed, confounded. 
Bl 6r}, R 3646 

one for. A 3938 
‘Abet, 2. instigation. T? 357 
‘Avis, abideth,. G r175 




















‘Adite, 2A, habit, drewe R aor 
‘Aoigage, 7 pre giving bs 

Ps pres. giving power to. The, 239 
‘Abluatenss washings "C856 
‘Abend abiding, delay, Ass; Abode, 
Adougiite, pret. of A 2303 
‘boven, af ‘uppermost in luck, R 4352 
‘Abrayde. Ser Abreyde 


Sreple, BP auna.A 2999 (AA) 
, 1113, ay99 (A 
a " browch. “Di 

Bounioah'sh"en‘nbuce, Sandal. T! go, 1060 








‘dye, v. fay Tor. C765, Bo. 1350 
‘Aooesse, sh fevers.” T2154 
‘Accident, 8. occurrence, 13 changing 
‘attribute, E 607 

wee ioral sloth. ul 67 ‘- 

sant, adj. grecable to. A 37 

\. Sec Acorde 7 
‘Aoousement, s& accusation. T+ 556 
‘ohaat, «5. buying. A st 
‘obatours, sh’buyers. ‘A s68 
‘Bohekied's.f. checked. HF 1003 
‘Aahoken, 1 sufocate, ‘Bahoked, pp. 





\ Meorded, pret. suited, A 243 

eore,eascines Torte 

‘Agoye,'s. carcas, appeare. TS 7b2, R 3964 

, ‘Adamant, “Adaimaund, ‘sh. inortone, A ‘1990: 
inagnety Raita, 

Adawe, % awake, 19 1120; Adawed, pf. E 












fl. desires. T3139 
R355 


‘Afor-yein, frxA. opposite. 


1188 
‘Afounde, *. perish. 


Rosemounde 21 


After-tales, adr. afierwards, T# 224 
‘Agayn, Ag 


8, prep. toward, against, in the 
C743 





Agllten  ofends 436 é 
, Ago, Agon, f.f. departed, E 17645 past, C 246 
Dd dope 17645 past, C 24 


please. 
Agriet, a BB 408 
a0, 7. be horrified, shudder at, 
pn eee 
% . pret. 
Agroveyd, Af, surfeited. L 2454 


A sorrowfully 

i 

i ler, sé. needle-case. RK 8 
| 


Bou 





L830, 234 


1, «4. grandfather. A 2477 
journe, r. adjourn, ARC 158 
etoun, sé, quilted tunic. 18 2050 


745 











GLOSSARY 





Boot, pres. bit. B 37or 
Boot! 46, boat.” E iyay 
Boot sh remedy. A424 
‘Boras, sé. borax. 
Bord, o. G) taule 2 504 () ship's side, A 
3385 
Bordels, s5. Be brothels. I 885 
Bordiliers, #. 92. keepers of brothels, 
Borel, Burel, adj. coarse, common. 
D 1872, F 716 
* Borkem, pref. barked. Ro. 1 
oh, pres, ‘burnishes. T! 307 
ahs pices 8 Eb A 1622, B ag95 
033 


Beta) remedy j (2) boat. See Boot 
28. bottle." H rye 
Boteler, butler. HFS 8 
Bother, gen, of both. ‘T4168 

Bothon, +5. bud. Ra 
Bote, sé, betta. 32 

tous, sé. bud. R azar 
Bouk, sh, body.” A 2746 
Boun. See Bown 
‘Bountes, +4. goodness. B 1636 
‘our, pres jest, C778; BoUrded, AA jested, 


Bord, dat, Her 


Boures, sé. gen. bedchamber. A 3677 


Row 
Bogs, 





Bourgerons, sh #7, sonowites. Ke 002 
Beacon e 
Bown, aij. ready. 


A 1642 
F 1503 





restless turn, 11166; Aba brat, 
immediately, R366 
Brake pret, broke 
Bras pred. burst 
Brat, sd, cloak. Gtr 
Brathul, ody. See Brotfal 
Brawn, fsouicle, ASG. A 2135 
Brod, ‘ch roast meat, “HES 132 
Brod 8 breadth.” & sy S 
fo, Mart awakes A 483 
‘Broke, break’ [tom 
Brokko, sf. Naw. 
Brome, nj. rg TA wd A 1699 
Bren, w8. bran. 
Brea, ur, Te Ay 
Bromiyage, sh warning. A 
Ai briars, Be 3008 
Brosten, vars e of 
Brotfal, Bratful, a. full to the brim. A 687, 
2164 
Breve, adj. brief, R 2350 
be, e. steal, cheat. "A 44x7, D 1378 
Ibotyes, sé. Af. ruscalities’ "A 1369 
Bryd. @, bind: A 3805 
0, 15. quarrel.” B2B70 
Re, adj bright. ABC Br 
Briko, oh east 
06a, 1, Broker, jobery. 
Brooke, 43, brooch.” Mare acs 
Broteradj broads Ay 
Broyied A, raided "a 1049 
kynge, p. pres. warbling. 
Bromos, #6, 22. broom bushes. 





brent, brend, R 








Aas 


He 





Brondies, <b. 2 brand, torches. 

iy 

Brotel, Brutel, aii. 
2536, Bo. 421 

Brouke, v. enjoy, usc. B 4490, 1. 194 

‘embroidery. A 2408 

‘See Browke 

Brustles, «6. 9/. bristles. A 356 

Brutel. ’ See Brotal 

Bukke, sf. buck ; Blow the bukkes horn, have 
trouble for nothing. A 3387 

Bulta, v. sift. Bi 4430 

Bulte, pret, bil Rast cr 

8. pl, burdens 
(x) bass, A 673; (2) cudgel, R. 


re Borel 


Aax8 
7 
Trifle, unstable, 1. 2885, 














od desea ot ooo 
she A 20134 R54 


Busk, sd. 
Butf, con/. unless. 
Buxom, adj. obedient, 


By, prep. concerning. 
By dod oy ee ae bye 


oe pr 


Ls 
de, in onder. A ro, 





bes 
Byie. oh, beak, RB 4ost 
Bynt, bindeth. A7ars 47 
Bytrasshed, A. betrayed. R 3910 
Gnas, Seas 

a, 2b, f. wretches. A ga 
Galsntne, Bx Ienation. Ga 
aloulings, sé reckowing, ‘Ty 
Galawols, xb. #/. pears. “R7o4s, 








Calkuler, 54. the pointer of an astrolabe 









Gallo, sé, head-iress. D tor8, T3775; ep. 
Howve 
Dam, fret came. Asp 
Gamalite, sh, camel. s1gh 
Camuse, vj. flat 
2, callar-bone. BI. 942 
Rry7o 


‘A soo8 
"Thera 

Bayan 

408s 

diwase, C 313 

1 3814; corpse, A sor, 









Garf, fret. carved. ‘A tos 

Gariage, #4, toll, tax. R21, 1752, Ho. 18 

Garl, 58. churl. "A sig 

Garmes, sé. #/. Carmelites. R 7460 

Garpe, v. chatter. A 104 

Garry, 2f. ship of burden, D 1688 

Gas, 36. casc, quiver. A 2080 

Gas, 54. case, furtune, A 1421; chance, A 844; 
Cans, fl. law-cases,'A 323 

Caste, fre?, devised, 1 406} reckoned, A 2172 

Castes, «6, 4/. contrivances. A 2468 


Gatel, 2. chattels. A375 
Colebrable, aij. famous. Ho. 820. 
Gta, 6, (1) cellar, A a8; (9 religions house, 


A173; 2 brain, Ht 31 
sah ahrenith, ast #08 
eb 


el gl 








sealed. G £08 


holm oak. A 2290 


749 





GLOSSARY 





Oumtek, 25 strife, A 2003; Camteles, 4 dissen- 
sions, B 4323 
= Gontrove, % contrive. R 7545 
Oontudernyal, 46. fellow-soldier. 


1760 
Contune, v. continue. R s20¢ 


Goavenabiy, adv. suitably. B 2420 
re, v. conve 
Dope, 35. dat. top. TA so 
Cappo, dda, cap A 

cup. Ar: 
Ooragecus, oes t ses 


An 





pres. coasting, tkiting, R 
Lot a ae 
at dn 


Gountour, #5. auditor. A 
Oountrepeise, v. balance. “hrs coo 

Quuntre pleted, 14. contoverted. 1 76 
Oountrewayte, “c. watch against. 1 250s, 


Govent, 1! convent of sonks B 827 
Goverohiefs, s5. 4/. kerchiefs. he 


Soverae'f 2p HE ee 
recovered. L 762 





rege, i increate, Citys 
rekes, 1s. 9. devices, A 40st 
Nes Fe 438 


aa etips cari 
Gribtophiere, sl’ image of 8 sr Christopher worn 
ee A 
Greta! de cone ABE A 69 
Seon. top, summit, Tas, Asa 
Oromeatel “i crucible, Grs17;, Orval, pi 


gro pre. Sige oh the crows, A 39 


Aars8 





cross, crozier. 





Grove, ss coonet, R g2es 
Oralle, adj. pf. curl jt 
Guourbites, sé. 4/. for distilling. G 794 
Gaipe 6 gut 38 

Cure, 15. care, 3 

Guriosites, +3. fesPibcanes. *T B29 





es a Lib 

Dallaunoe, sé. pleasantry. A a1 
Dampned, 4.f. condemned. A 1175 

Daa, «8. ‘See Daun 

Dare, v. daze. D 1294 

Datketh, pres. hides.” L 816 

Darreyne, v. contest. A 3609 

Daswod, 4.9. dazed. HF? r51 

Daun, #4 lord, sir. A 1379, B 

Dawnoe, sé. dance, game. A 47 





Daunger, sd. influence, dominion, A 663, 
3470 
Daungerous, adj. difficult, hard to please. A 
517, B 2129 


Daunten, v, subdue, Bo. 7. 


Dawing 2 dawns 3 146s 
Debate, do batte, oppose. B aos8, T4166 


, +8, meekness._ Bl. o8s 
Deboneriy adr gon T1359 


lit. R 
Bere dat eo 
Ded i 


Deed, p' 
Deef, Lf deaf. A 446 
Deel rot ‘part, whit, A 415, 





‘, juds B 
Boor! will sbinals 2° 


Beiyae aint 
Deerne, i. 4 
ic T 





Defende, v. 
Banas, 


petel’5s.p. enfecbled. TH 6:8 
Dettotsa’ pp, ae Bo. 261 

Detttoniy 4h difusenene 1 a6 

Degise, adj. fashionable. 1 417 





















Degree, sé. rank, A 1168; gé. steps, A 1890 
Deydest, pres, didst die. ages 
Beye, jairy-woman. B 408) 

L, fret. deigned 
Degnows’ ‘adj. bumptions. A 3941 
Dal a6. dais. A 370 
ic Peg eclights. C 

a, lelights. 

Del tl oF pleasure. “A gas 47 

Ay vero, adj active: A By 
Det rly, adv. adr 4605 

ivernesse, 3b, agi 








L4sa 
Dame, v.judee, B19 Demih, imper. A133 
Demeyne, "a 2. . dominion, B 3855; (a) % 
govern, HF? 4st 


750 





GLOSSARY 





3 ah rr Bo. 379 


% RFow 
ales, 


e we: 
to the exten ah ecconting ta, 


acrid. 
Caer lapheres As 8 
rae vids 


made worse. B s205 
dh luster Gre, obras 


op stig 


4 
Dlupinated. AoC 
date ely. Cy 


Boia wale, ee An To, 7! 
Balas» cre, Re iy, g7av 5 Bntaltdod, AA 
Bntayin sh shape, Ro i6a; coring, Jogging, 


Ent Ks 
Entre, of estey. 16 
Enirechaasgyngen i 1 techange. Bo 
wuiveoomunen, ®. coaminicate, THs 


3c 





Batrodited, (4 sade oo nic 1 ons 
Eni vem BA ste 
Entremes, 2h Some IY rr 


Entlemete, ». ioteryese; interfere. D854, B 
naaonh, pen 

Entunos, of Eg psa 

Envanymo, ‘Ti ew, 

Enviroun fe rer se R 


Eschow, Bechu, adj. eawilling, 1 a sora 
Baod, AA entertains 

{o/s coctee ta inion | Th 

perforin, R674 


ea 
rere CA 
Ew, oh yrectoee, Fo 
Exton, 2. cxcesn ext 


ale. 
By exe. Bens 
Pacound, +4. sleroance, Spa Bt os 












































GLOSSARY 





a6. spare time, opportunity. A 35, T? 505 
iret, spoke. A304 


nord Leen F 1380 
"sb. dat. recital. B 2083 
1, 4, buttery. D 1931 
TAP shut” R 

i. Al. phe 


9 
Sparrowhawk.” T? 1192, R 4033 


T1617, 
» destroy, B 28s, A 3278, 


tf: te B &s7 
A u76 





Alle, «4. marriage. E11 
‘AP! spread, scattered. Bl. 875 
ia, ‘Spreynd, 7p. mingled. Bo. 37, 





1, 38. rates ‘course. Bo. 1275 
Wrat. stuck. 13 1372 
ret. stole. BI. Sa, 1250 
Btames, linsey-woolsey, coarse 





B 1704, 
seaadig’ Brae OTIS 


bret, died. A933 
1 adj. pL strong, sift, B 360 
138. sieersman, 

lier. Bazy 














4b, steel HEY: 
1b. handle. A es e 
, ». tun into astar. L 525 
bret. shone. A 202 
Rv. cease, A go3; Stente, pret. Bl. 
adj. bright. A 201 
Gi tricks “Bo. 80 
affeeamans guide, HY 437, 2 sopn: 
i 
steer, guide. Ty 
stir, HF2 59; heat T1450; Staryag, 
fart, moving, HPS 9 
2g. controled, L 938 
agee, sb. fl. sterling pennies, C gor, HF3 
hsb pl stare. A 208 
pret. hagtod, 1 Le ighted, A gs2 
pres. sub. di 





sb, vole, ‘A 2360; appointment, Mars 


chat. ee 
18, adj. stubborn. 
Sued. Seer 88 








sh. rudder, Bo. 1078 


i B 
Ticdi for distling. G sto 
(pres. 4. stintetb, ceases. A 242 
pret. started. 





steward. B gt 

Beyrard, rer om 

Seakid, psi dhe stocks T? 380 
Stonde, 7 stand. A 745 








sees ad moment! r R 
Stour, 22. conflict. neeanee bis) sda) 


Tran Bl ate 
trangia, pet. sriched. A a6 
Bees, 2 BR apt B70 
straws A 2918, Bt 670 
teen, Btrane, 2d." tace, lineage. E157, R 
‘ 
weit adj. narrow. AY 
Berman 57, beame & 338 
Biren, 28 lineage. R 48s 
“dept srings PF 8, 7) 32 
Sark, peak is. Birfkoa, £2" srokes, 
fy 
BuDOE fr strove. ai 18 
spre 1 
Btubbee, fp Nuape “ss 
Studies, 4b. pl. desires, purposes. Bo. 659, 
Stu ab. stew, fish- A3 
Subaiitoa tein utned ubdler, Bo, 16a8 
Baocitens, 28. subordinate house in astrology. 
pred, A 2 sugared. T? 38% 
Bufflgaunde, sh sufficiency. “BI. 1037 
Sultrannt, ad) patient. Ll. ro0g 
a, a 
Bubbenge ee taertige R aye 
Sarememt, «surety, pledge. #1535 
), sb, arrogance, over-confidence. 1 
405, 1067 


ure, sh. surface-healed wound. F 1113 
‘Sustren, a, eh (fu sisters. A 1019 
Buwe, r. follow. 

‘adv. $0, 


379 






64, 

Bwape, v. strike. E G 
Pe, sh anche, HEY 35 ae aes 

L, ab. svay. movensents, Bs 

fitted, E1776, T? 
Festa 2m, ani peatow Eis} r beatwat, 
‘pret. ind. 5. swallows, B 

Sword, 15. sword. A ape 
Bratz ovat 7g 


Dae 


Swovene, 2. d 
i jae 


fs 














{et him 
i. B aos. 


Vase 


oy 
Wo, 310 


wept. i 
p fare; Late Bima 
patton Bae 
Ad covered, L asos ; pret, TS rasg6 


20 
1 


yal RK 


Secray, Aa 
2} Fate num, becok bins, 


gees 
hg 


fare 
‘Bea 
digs with the moat. 
Chews participles: 0 few Tamamces 
te Eaves 


uh, 
fret. 


‘Wroteta, 
feet 


we 


Wined, pret, | Wrst, 


2 
g 
8 
? 


ether, sen 


A 


iy 


till 


spite < Gail ne “ Be ae 
iia oe ial 


on 
pr, et 
ae 


bcos Space 
ibis Py 

7 Ait 

‘Wher, (:) bp ‘Atggt 


2 
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